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The Tragedie of 

hamlet 



Trince ofTtenmarfy* 

‘ " v > • 

Bernardo .and Francifco.two Cent in eU. 

\I N°y C an fwcr aie. Standand vnfold your fclfe. 
< 2 } ar ' V • * Long line the Kihig. 

Fran. Barnardo. - l . 

Bar* Hcc» • 

Fran. Y-u come mo ft carefully vpon your hotire, 

2?<«r. Tis now ftrooke twe!ue,g"et theetob e6Franctfce. 

Fran. For this reliefe much thanks, tis bitter cold, 

And I am fick at heart . 

! Bar . Hauc you had quiet guard ? 

Fran. NotaMoufelHrring. 

Bar. Wcll,good night: y r 

If you doe meeteHtfrata? and Marcellas, 

Thcriualsof my watch,bid them makchaft. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellns . 

Fran. Ithinkel heare them, (land ho, Vvho is there? 
hora. Friends to this ground. 

Lftlar. And LeegementotheDane, 

Fran. Giue you good night. f . 

Mar, O/arewcll honeft fouldiers, who hath reheu d you . 

Fran. Bernardo hath my place; glue you good night. Extt ^£ 








The Tragedy <?/HamIet 

Afar. Holla, Barnardo, 

'Bar, Say what isHoratio there? 

H era. Apceceofhim, 

Bar. Welcome H oratio welcome good Marcellas, 
Hora What has this thing appeard againe to night? 
Tsar. I haue fecnc nothing, & 

CMas. Horatio fayes tis but afantafie. 

And will not let beleefe take hold of him, 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of vs. 
Therefore I haue increated him along, 

With vs to watch the minuts of this night. 

That if againe this apparition come, 

Hee may'approue our eyes and fpeake to it, 

Hora. Tufh,tu£h, twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe awhile. 

And let vs once againe aflaile your eares. 

That are fo fortified againft our ftory ■?. 

What wee haue two nights feene. 

Hora, Well fit wee downe. 

And let vs hear cBarnardo fpeake of this. 

"Bar. Laft night of all, 

Whenyond fame ftarre chats weftward from the pole; 
Had made his courfc t’illume that part of heauen 
Where now it burnes, Marcellas and my fclfe 
The Bell then beating one. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee ofFlookc where it comes a 1 
thc famc % urc hke the King that s dead • 
Mar. Thou art a Scholler fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hora. Mofihke,ithorrowcs me with fearefc wonder. 
Bar. It would be /poke to. 

Ulfar. Speaketo it Horatio. 

What art thou that vfurpft this time of night. 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In winch the Maiefty of buried Denmarke 

D ‘feSSi. byh ' a "'" Ichir ^ cth ' 1 >'^ 

^ ar • See it ftaukes away. 
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Prince of Venmarh. 

Hora. Stiy, (peake, fpeake I charge thee fpeake# ExkXskcft e 
Ma. Tis gone and will not anfwere. 

Bar. How now Horatio, you tremble and looke pale, 

Is not this fomething more then phantafic ? 

Whatthinkeyouofit? 

H ora. Before my God I might not this bclceue ; 

Without the fencible and true auouch 



Mar. Isit not like the King ? 

H ora. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very Armor hee had on. 

When hee the ambitious Norway combated, 

So frownde hee once when in an angry parle 
Hee fmote the Headed pollax on the ice, 

Tisftrange, 

Mar. Thus twice before and iump at this dead houre, 
With Martiall ftauke hath hee gone by our watch. 

Hera. In whatpert ; cular thought, to workc I know not. 
But in the grolfe and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes fome ftrange eruption to our ftate. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me hee that knowee. 
Why this fame flrift and mod obferuant watch 
So nightly toyles thefubie& of the land. 

And with fuch dayly coft of brazen Cannon 
And fbrraine marte for implements of warre. 

Why fuch impreffe of ftiip-wrights, whofe fore taffee 
Does not dcuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might bee toward, that this fweaty haft 
Doth make the night ioyntlabourerwith the day. 

Who ift that can informe mee ? 

H ora. That can I. 

At leafl the whilper goes lb, Our laft King, 

Whofe image cuen but now appea’d to vs. 

Was as you know by Fortinbraffe of Norway ? 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride 
Dar’d to the combate ; In which our valiant Hamlet], 

(For fo this fide of our knowne world efteemd him} 

Did [lay this who by a feald COtnpa$ 

Wellratificd by law and Heraldry ~ ~ 
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The Tragedy of >Hamlet 
Did forfait ( with his life,) all thefe his lands 
Which hee flood feaz’d of, to the couquerour. 

Againft the which a.rrtoity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returnc 
To the inheritance of Fortinbrajfe, 

Had hce beenc vanquiflicr ;'as by the fame comart. 
And carriage of the articles defeigne, 

His fell to Hamlet • now Sir, young Fortinbrajfe 
Ofvnimprooued mettle, hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway heere and there 
Sharktvp aliftoflawleflcrefolutes 
For food and diet to fome enterprife 
That hath a ftomake in r, which no other 
As it doth well appeare vnto our ftatc 
But to recouer of vs by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory, thofe forefaid lands 
So by his father loft; and this I take it, 

Is the maine motiue ofour preparations 

The fource of this our watch, and the cheefe head 

Of this poft-htift and romeage in the land. 

Tar. I thinke it be no other but euen fo ; 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through out watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of thefe vvarres. 

Hora. A moth it is to trouble the mindes eye : 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft JhIihs fell 
The graues flood tennantleffe, and the fheeted dead 
Did fqueakc and gibber in the Ro.nane ftreets 
As ftarres with traincs of fire, anddewes ofbloud 
Dilafters in the Sunne ; and the moift ftarre, 

Vpon whofe influence Neptmes Empier ftands. 
Was fick almoft to doomefday with eclipfe. 

And euen the like precurfe of fcarce euents 
As harbingers preceading ftill the fates 
And prologue to the Omen comming on 
Haue heauen and earth together demonftrated 
Vnto ourClimatures and contrimen. 

Enter Gbofi. 
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Prince ofDenmarke. 

r c t^hnld lo where it comes 

ST, £& « u* rv ftay £2? 

If rhou haft a y found or vfc of voice, hu armes ‘ 

Kke to mee if there be any good thing to bee done 
That may to thee doe eafe and grace to mee. 

If thou a°rtpriuy to thy contryes fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoyd, 

OrSouhaft vphoorded in thy life 
extorted treafure in the vvombe ot eartn, 

Fnr which they fay your fpirits oft walkc in death. Tb C K, 

Y Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partizan . 
ffor. Doe if it will not ftand. 
tfar.Tishcere. 

Hor. Tis heere. 

tMar.T is gone, ' „ 

We doe it wrong being fo Maicmcall 
To offer it the fhowe ofviolence, 

For it is as the ayre, invulnerable. 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 

B*r. It was aboutto fpcake when the cock crew: 

\ Ur. And then it ftarted like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a feare»ull fummons ; I haue heard, 

The Cock that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and ftitillfottnding throate 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in fea or fire, in earth or ayre, 

Th’cxcrauagant and erring fpirit hyes 
To his confine, and o( the truth heercin 
Thisprefent obiedt made probation. 

U Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock* 

Some fay that euer gainft thatfeafon comes, 

Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dare fturre abroade 
The nights are whoIfome,thcn no planncts ftrike. 

No fairy takes, nor witch hath pow er to charmc 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
So hallowed and fo gratious is that time. 

Hor. So haue I heard and doe in part bclccue it 
But looke the mornc in ruflet mantle clad 
Walkcs ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill: 
Brcakcwee our watch vp and by my aduife 
Let vs impart what wee haue fefcri to night 
Vuto yong Hamlet, for vpon my life ° 

This fpirit dumb to vs, will fpeake to him : 

Doc you confent wee fliall acquaint him with It 
As needfull in our loucs fitting our ducty. 

Mar. Lets doo 1 1 pray, and I this morning know 
Where wee fliall find nipi mod conuenient* 



Mk 



Exeunt, 



Florifh. Enter (flaudius, King of Denmarke , Gertrad the 
Sdneene, Counfaile : as Polomus, and his Sonne Laertes, 
Hamlet cam Aliis. 

Claud. Though yet ofFWc; ourdeare brothers death 
i he memory bee greene,and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in greefe and our whole kingdome. 

To be contracted in one browe of woe, 

Yet fo farre hath difcrction fought with nature. 

That wee with wifeft forrow rihinke on him ’ 

Together with remembrance of our felues.- 
Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Quee«$ 

Th'imperiall ioyntrelTeto this warlike ftate 
Haue wee as twere with a defeated ioy 
With an aulpitious, and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in manage 
In equal! fcalc waighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife : nor haue wee herein bard 
Your better wifdomes, whfth haue freely gone 
ith this aftaire along (for all our thanies) 

Now folio wes that you know yong Fortinhrafe , 

.Holding a wcakc fuppofall ofour worth 
-Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to bee difioynt, and out of frame 
Colcgucd with this dreame of his aduantage 
Hec hath not faild to pefter vs with meflage 



Importing* 
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Prince of Denmark?, 

Importing the furrendtr of thofe lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands oflaw 
Jo our moft valiant brother, fo much for him; 
flow for our felfc,and for this tin^pf meeting, 

Ihus much thebufines is,we haue here writ 
To Norway V nele of young FortenhraJJe 
Who impotent and bedred fcarcely hcares 
Of ihis his Nephewes purpofe; to fuppreffe 
His further gate heerein,in that the leuies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubieft,and we heere difpatch 
You good fornelius , and you Faltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Ciuing to you no further perfbnall power 
To bufines with the King,morc then the fcope 
Of thefe delated articles allow: 

Farwcll,and let your haft commend your duty. 

Ctr. Ft o. In that, and all things will we fhow our duty,. 
King. We doubt it nothing, hartely farwell. 

And now Laertes whats the newes with you? 

You told vs of fome futc, what ift Laertes l 

You cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane 

And lofe your voyce ; what would ft thou begge Laertes ? 

That lhall not be my ofter,not thy asking, 

The head is not more natiue to the heart 
The hand more iuftrumentall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmarke to thy father,. 

What would’ft thou haue Laertes? 

Lar . My dread Lord; 

Your leaue and fauour to returne to France, 

From whence though willingly I came to Dehmarke, 

To fhow my duty in your Coronation;. 

Yet now I muft confcflc.that duty done 
My thoughts and wifbes bend againe toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 

King. Haue you your fathers leaue, what faies Polonius ? 
*? c/o.He hath my Lord wrung from me my flow leaue 
labourfome petition, and at laft 
pon his will I fcald my hard-confent, 







Tbf Tragedy o/Hamlec 

1 doe befecch you giue him leaue to goe. 

Kw*. Take thy faire houre Laertes, time be thine. 

And rhy bcft graces fpend ic at thy will : 

But now my Cofin Wamlet,znd my fonne. 

pa m. A little more then kin, and lefle then kinde. 

King. How isitthattheclowdesftillhangonyou. 

Warn. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the Tonne, 
Quccnc. Good Wamlet cad thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eye Iooke like a friend on Denmarke , 

Doe not for euer with thy vailed lids, 

Seeke for thy noble Father in the duff. 

Thou know'ft tis common all that lines muff dye. 

Palling through nature to eternitie. 

Warn. I Maddam.it is common, 

Quee. If it bee 

Why feemes itfo perticulerwiththee. 

Warn. Seemes Maddam,nay it is,I know not feemes, 

Tis not alone my incky cloake could linother. 

Nor cuffomary futes offolcmne black. 

Nor windie lulpiration of forft breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull riuer in the eye, 

Northedeiedfed hauiorofthe vifage. 

Together with all formes, moodcs^apes of griefe 
That can denote me trucly,thefe indeed leeme, 

For they are actions that a man might play. 

But T haue that within which pafles ffiowe, 

Thefc but the trappings and the iuites of woe. 

King. Tis fweete and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father, 

But you muff know your father loft a father. 

That father Ioft,loft his, and the furuiuerbound 
In filliall obligation for feme tearme 
To doe obfequious forrowes,but to perfeuer 
In obftinate condolement,is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornefle,tis rnmanly griefe. 

It fhowes a will moft incorreiSt to hcauen, 

A hart vnfortified.or nunde impacient. 

An vnderftandtng fimple and vnfchoold. 

For what we know muff be, and is as common 



Prince of Denmarke* 

a, anv the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

5/hv mould we in our peenilh oppofmon 
We it to hart,fie,tis a fault to heauen, 

I fault aoainft the dcad,afault to nature, 

To reafon moft abfurd.whofc common theame 
1« death offathers.and who flflt hath cryed 

From thefirtt courfe,till he that dyed to day 

This muft be fo ; we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpteuailing woe,and thinkeof vs 
As ofa father,for letthe world take note 
You arc the moft imediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of loue 

Then that which deareft father beares his fonne. 

Doe I impart toward you for yout intent. 

In going back to fchoole to Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrogard to our defite. 

And we befecch you bend you to remaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Ourchiefeft courtier, cofin, and our fonne. 

Owe. Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet^ 

I praythec flay with vs, goe not to Wittenberg. 

Warn. I fhall in all my beft obay you Madam. 

King. Why tis a louing and a faire reply. 

Be asourfelfein Denmarke, Madam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Wamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof. 

No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day. 

But the great Cannon to the clowdes fhall tell. 

And the Kings rowfe the hcauen fhall brute againe, 

Rcfpeaking earthly thunder ; come away. Florish. Exeunt all 

Warn. O that this too too Tallied fleflh would melt, but Wamlet. 
Thaw and lefolue it felfe into a dew. 

Or that the euerlafting had not fixt 

His cannon gainft fcale flaugbter,6 God, God, 

How wary, (dale, flat, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world ? 

Fie on’t,ah fieitis an vnweeded garden, 

That grower to feed,things ranck and grofc in nature, 

Poffeffe itmeerely that it fhould come thus 




7 he T rags'die p/Hansl'ct 

But two months dead, nay not fo much, not two,. 4 

So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satire, fo louing to my mother, 

That he might not betcemethe winds of heauen 

Vifit her face too rOugiilyi heauen and earth :i r h 

Muft I remember, why fhe fhould hang on him 

As if increafe ofappetite had gvowne 

By what it fed on, and yet within a month. 

Let me not thinke on’t ; frailty thy name is woman 
A little month, Orcrethofefhooeswereold 
With which Hie followed my poore fathers body 
Like Niobe all tcarcs, why fhe 
O God 1 a bcaft that wants difeourfe of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, married with my Vncle, 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then I to Hercules , within a month. 

Ere yet the fait of mod vnrighteous teares 
Had left the flufhing in her gauled eyes 
She married Oh! moft wicked /peed ; to poll 
With fuch dexterity to inceftious fhectes. 

It is not, nor it cannot cometo good. 

But brejkemy heart for I mud hold my tongue. 

Enter H oratio , Marcellas and 'Bernardo . 

H ora. Haile to your Lordfhippe. (fcl/e. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well ; Horatio, or I do forget my 

Hora. thefamc my Lord, and your poore feraant euer. 

H am. Sir my good friend, He change that name with you,. 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio ? 

\JMarcellas. . 

Lfttar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very gl ad to fee you, ( good euen fir) 

But what in faith makeyoufrom Wittenberg ? 

H ora. A truant difpofition good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not heare your er.cmie fay fo, 

Nor (hall you do my care that violence 
To make it trufler of your ownc report 
Againft your felfe, 1 knowyou are no truant, 

B«t what is your affaire in Elfonoure: 

Wcele teach you for to drink* ere you depart. 
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My Lord, I came to fee your father? funeral!. 
U m , J preehee doe not mocke me fellow ftudenr, 

I thlnke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hora. Indeed my Lord it followed hard vpon. 

Hm. Thrift, thrift,Hwvtfw,thc funerall bak’t rotates 
Did coldly furniih forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in Heauen 
Or cuerl had feene that day Horatio. 

My father me chinkes I fee my father, 

Hora, Where my Lord? 

H am. In my mindescyc Horatio, 

H ora. I favv him once, a was a goodly King, 

H am, A was a man take him for all in ail 
I fhall not looke vpon his like againe. 

Hora, My Lord I chinkc I few him yeftefnight. 

Ham. Saw, who? 

HoraMy Lord theKing your father. 

Ham, The King my Father? 

H ora. Seafon your admiration for a white 
With an attentiue care till I may deliuer 
Vpon the witneffc of thefe gentlemen 
Tnismaruailctoyou. 

H am. For Gods louc let me heare? 

Hora. Two nights together had thefe gentlemen 
Marcellas, and B arnar do, on their watch, 

In the dead waft and middle of the night 
Beene thus incountrcd,a figure like your father 
Armed at poynt, exactly Cap apea 
Appearcs before them, and with ibJemne march, 

Goes flows, and (lately by them ; thrice he walkt 
By their opprefl and fearc furprifed eyes, 

Within this rronchionj length, whil ft they diftil’d 
Almoft to gel!y,with the act of fcarc 
S'-and dumbe and ipcakc not to himjthis to me, 

In drcadfullfecrecy impart they did, 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 

Whereas they had deliucred both in time, 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good, 
tac Apparition comes : I knew vour father, 

C a 
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Thefc hands are not moreilike. 

Ham. But where was this ? f 

Mar. My Lord vpon the platforms where wee watchc. 

Ham Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Nora. My Lord I did, 

But anfwer made it none, yet once mee thought 
It lifted vp it head and did addrefle 

It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake: 

But euen then then the morning Cock crew loude. 

And at the found it ftiruncke in haft away 
And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. Tisveiyftrange. 

Hora. As I doe Hue my honor,d Lord tts true 
And wee did thinke it writ downe in our ducty 

To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeede firs but this troubles me,’ 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

All.. Wee doemy Lord. 

Ham. Arnfdfayyou? y 

All. Arm'd my Lord* 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

t/ill. My Lord from head to foott. 

Ham T hen faw you not his face ? - 

Hora. O yes my Lord, hee wore his beauer vpi 

H am. What look's hee frowningly? 

H ora. A countenance more in lorrow then in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red? 

H ora. Nay very pale. 

H am. And fixt his eyes vpon you ? 

H ora. Moftconftantly, 

H am. I would I had beene there. 

H ora. It would haue much amaz'd you. 

Ham, Very like, ftaid it long? / . . , .j 

H ora.. While one with moderate haft might tell ahundret , 

‘Both. Longer, longer. 

H ora. Not when I faw' t. 

Ham. His beard was grifs'ld, no. 

H ora. ItwasajJhaue feeneitinhi* life; 

Afablcfilucrd, 



Tritiieof'Dcfiwarke. 

H am. 1 will watch to night 
■perchance twill watkeagaine, 

H ora. I warn’t it will 

Ham. Ifitaftumcmynoblefatherspcrfon 

lie fpeake to it though hell tt felfe ibould gape 
And bid mee hold my peace 5 1 P* a y y ou a 
If you haue hetherto eonceald thisfight 

Letitbe tenable in your'filcnceltul, 

And what what foeuer els ftiall hap to night, 

Glue it an vnderftanding but no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo fare you well : 

Vpon the platformc twixt a leauen and twelue 

IlC ^ 7 / y Oar ducty to your hontor. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loues as mine to you, 1 arewell. 

Mv fathers fpirit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt fome P foule play, would the night were come, 

Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deedes will rile 
Though all the earth orc-whelme them to nicnsey«, 
Enter Laertes ay/d Ophelia his Sifter* 
Laer. My necclfaries are inbarckt, farewell, 

A.nd After as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay, in affiftant do not fleepc 
But let me he are from you . 

Opbe, Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet and the trifling ofhisfauour. 
Hold it afafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A Violet in the youth of primy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, fweec, not laning, 
Theperfume and fuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Opbe , Mo mere but fo. 

Laer Thinke it no more. 

For nature crcflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this temple vffaxes 
T he inward feruice of the mind foule 
Growes wide withall, perhaps hee loues you now, 
Ane now no foyle nor cautcll doth befmerch 
The vettue of his will, but you'.muft f eare, 



Exit, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

His greatnes waid,his will is not his owne. 

He may not as vnualewed perfons doc. 

Crane for h.mfeUc,for on his choife depends 
The lafety and health of this whole ftate, 

And therefore mail his choifc be circmfcrib’d, 

Vnto the voycc and yecldingof thac body, 

W hereof lie is the head, then if he faies he loues you. 

It fits your wifdome fo farre to beleeue it 

As he in his particular aft and place 

May giue his faying decde,which is no further. 

Then the mat'ne vovee of Denmarke goes withall. 

Then way what lefleyour honor may foftaine. 

If with too credent care you lift his fongs 
Or loofe your heart, or your chaft treafure open, 

To his vnmaftred importunity. 

Feare it Ophelia, feaie it my deare fifler. 

And keepe you in the rearc cf your affe&ion 
Out of the fhet and danger of defire, 

,,The charicft maidc is prodigall enough 
If flic vnmaske her beauty to the Moone 
„Vertuc it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes 
„The canker gaules the infant of the fpring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclol ’d. 

And in the tviorne and liquid dew of youth i 

Contagious blaftmcnts ate moll iminent. 

Be wary then heft fafety lies in feare, 

Youth to it felfe rebels though none elfe ncate. 

Of he, I ftiall the effeft of this good leflon keepe, 

As watchmen to my heartibut good my brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious pallors doe. 

Show me the ftcepe and thorny way to heauca 
Whiles a puft,and reckles libertine, 

Himfclle the primrofepath of dalience treads. 

And reakes not his owne reed. Enter Polottius ♦ 

Laer, O feare me nor, 

I day too long, but heere my father comes 
A double bleifing.is a double grace, 

Occafipn fmilcjypon a fecond leauc. 

'To!, Yet here Laertes ? a bord,a bord for Ihame, 

The 



Prince of Denmarke, 

The wind fits in thefhoulder of your faile. 

And you are fiaied for, there my bleffing with thee. 

Arid thefe few precepts in thy memory 

Looke thou charafter, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 

Ncr any vnproportion’d thought his a&. 

Be thou fatnilier, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Thofc friends thou haft and their adoption tried. 

Grapple them vnto thy foule withhoopes offteele, 

But do not dull thy palme with entertainement 
Ofeach new hatcht vnfledgd courage ; beware 
Ofentrance to a quarrell, but beeing in, 

Bcar’t that th'oppofer may beware of thee. 

Giue cuery man thy eare, but few thy voyce. 

Take each mans cenfure, but referuethy iudgement, . 

CoWy thy habite as thy purfe can buy. 

But not expreft in fancy ; rich not gaudy. 

For the apparrell oft proclaimes the man : 

And they in France of the beft ranck and fiation, 

Ar ofa moft felcdl and generous, cheefe in that : 

Ncithera borrower norn lender boy, 

Forlouc oft loofes both it ftlfc. and friend, 7 ! 

And borrowing dulleth the edge ofhusbandry: 

This abruc all, to thine owne felfe be true 
And it mull follow as the ivght the day 
Thou canftnot then bee faile to any man •• 

Farewell, my bleffingfeafon this in thee, 

Laer. Moll humbly do I take my leaue my Lord. 

Pol, Tiie time inue fts you, goe,your feruants tend, 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia , and remember well 
Whatl hauefaid to you. 

Ophet Tis in my memory loekt 
And you your felfe lhall keepe the key ofit. 

Laer. Farewell Exit , Laertes, 

Pol. whatift Ophelia heehath faid to you? 

Op he, S’opleafe you, fomething touching the Lord JJamlet, 
Pol. Marry well bethought 
Tis told me heehath very olt of late 
Giuen priuate time toyou, and you your felfe 
Haue of your audience beenc moft free and bountio 



If 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

If it be fo,as fo tis put on me, , 

And that in way of caution, I muft tell you, 

You doe not vndetftand your feife fo cleerc y 
As it behooucs my daughter and your honor, 
Whatisbetwetncyou giue nftevp the trut . 

Opbe. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affeclion to me. 

Pel. Affection, puh, you fpcakelikeagrecne gir.c, 
Vnfittcd in fuch perrilous circumftance. 

Doe you belicue his tenders, as you call them ? 

Ophc. 1 doc not know my Lord what I fhould thinke. 
Tol. Marry I will teach you, thinke your feife a babie. 
That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not (lcrli»g:tcntier your feife more dearely 
Or (not to crack the wjnde of the poorc phrafe) 

Wrong it thus, youle tender me a foole. 

Ophc. My Lord he hath importun’d me with louc ? 

In honorable fafhion. 

Tol. I,f aflaion you may call it, go to, go to. 

Ophc. And hathgiuen countenance to his fpeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes ofheauen. 

Tol. I,fprings to catch wood-cocks,I doe know 
When the blood burncs.ho w prodigall the loule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate,exun& in both 
Euen in their promife^ai it is amaking 
You muft not tak’t for fire: from this time 
Be fome-thiug l'caccer of your maiden prcfencc 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Then a command to parle j for Lord H amlet, 

Belicue fo much in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger teder maybe walke 
Then may be giuen you : in few Ophelia, 

Doe not belicue his vowes.for they arc brokers 
Not of that die which their inueftments fhow 
But metre implorators of vnholy fuites, 

Breathing likefan£lified and pious bonds 
The better to beguile : this is for all, 

I would not iu plainc termes from this time foorth 
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Prince ofVenmarke, 

MaueyouTo'flaunderany moments leafure 

As to ciue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 

iooketoo-t I charge you, comc yourwayes. 

Ophe. 1 frail obey my Lord. Exeunt* 



Enter Hamlet , Horatio, and Afareellut. 

Ham. The ayre bites fhroudly, it is very colde. 

H ora. It is nipping , and an eager ayre. 

Ham. Whathournow? 

H ora. Ithinkeitlackegoft^elue. 

Mar. No, it is fttooke . e r 

Her. Indcede ; I heard it not, it then drawes »eere the leafon. 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke e sfFlorsfl) oftrum- 

What does this meane my Lord ? pets and a. peecesgoes off , 

Ham. The King doth walke to night and takes his rowfe. 
Keepes waflcll and the fwaggring vp-fpriBg recles : 

And as he draines his drafts of Rennifh downe. 

The kettle drumme and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph ofhis pledge. 

H ora. Isitacuftome? 

H am. I marry ift, 

to my mind, though I am natiue heepe 
And tc the manner borne, it is a cuftome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance. 

This heauy-headed reuelle Eaft and Weft 
Makes vs tradu’ed and taxed of other Nations, 

They clip vs drunkards and with fwinifli phrafe 
Soyle our addition, and indeed it takes 
From our atchieuements, though perform'd at height 
The pith and marow of our attribute. 

So oft it chances in partiaftcr men. 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them 
As in their birth wherein they arc not guilty, 

(Sine nature cannot choofe his origen) 

By their ore-grow’th of fome complexion 

Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts of reafbn. 

Or by fome habite that too much ore-leauens 
The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying 1 fay the ftamp of one defc& 

D„ Being 





The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Being Natures luicry, or Forcunes;ftarre, 

His Vcrtues clt be they as pure as grace. 

As infinit as man may vedergoe, ■> , o ' ■ i. i’c j 

Shall in the genera 1 ! cenfure take corruption . ' ■ 

From that particular fault ; the dram of cafe 
Doth all the noblefubflance of a doubt 
To his owne fcandali. 



Enter Ghofl. 

Hera, Lookemy Lord it comes/ 

Ham, Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs! 

Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with thee ay res from heauen, or blafts from hell, 
,Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou com’ft in fucha quetlionable fhape, 

That I willfpcalccto thee, lie call thee Hamlet, 

King, father, royall Dane, 6 anfwere mee. 

Let mee not burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy Canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein wee faw thee quietly interr’d 
Hath opt his ponderous and marble iawes. 

To caft thee vp againe? what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe, againe in compleat fteele 
Reuifites thus the glimfes of the Moone, 

Making night hideous, and wecfooles of nature 
So horridly to fhake our difpofition 
With thougbtes beyondthe reaches of our foules. 

Say why is this, wherefore, what fhould wee doe ? 

Horn, JDf beckons you to goeaway withit 
As if it fome impartmenc did defire 
To you alone. 

^Mar. Looks with what curteous a<5lion 
It waues you to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

H ora. No, by no mcanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeakei. then I will follow it. 
Hora' Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why?what fhould bee the fc^re, 

Laos not fet my life at a f pinnes.fee. 
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Prince of Denmrke. 

And for my foule,what can it doe to that 
M „g a thing immortall as it Wfc; 

It v:aucs me forth againe, He follow it. 

Hora. What if it tempt you towards the flood my Lord, 

Or to the drcadfoll fomnet of the cleefe 
Thatbeitcls ore his bafe into the fea, 

And there alfume fome other horrible forme 
Which might depriuc your foueraignty of reafon, 

And draw you into madne£Te,thinke of it, 

The very place puts toyes ofdefpeiation 

Without more motiue/into cuery braine . 

That lookesfo many fadomstothefca 
And heares it rore beneath. 

Ham. It waues me ftill, 

Goe on, lie follow thee. . L ‘ "Xf, 

Mar. Youfhallnoegocmy Lord, 

Ham, Hold ofyour hands. 

H ora. Beiul’d,youftiallnotgoe. 

H am. My fate cries out 
And makes each petty artyre in this body 
As hardy astheNemean Lyons ncrue^ 

Still am 1 cald,vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen lie make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I fay away, goe one, He follow thee. Exit (jhoft andHamlet. 

Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

CMar. Lets folloWjtis not fit thus to obey him. 

H ora. Haue after, to what iflue will this come? 

M ar. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmark e. 

H ora. Heauen will dirc<ftit. 

Mar. Nay lets follow him. Exeunt, 

Enter Cjbofl and Hamlet. 

H am. Whether wilt thou leade tne,fpeake,]le goe no further. 
Ghost. Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghofl. My houre is almoft come 
When I to fulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muftrendervpmy felfe. 

Ham, Alaflcpoorc Ghoft, 

„ 0 % »C boil 




The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ghofi. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
to whatlfhallvnfold. 

Ham. Speake I am bound to here, 

Ghofi. So art thou toreuenge,when thou {halt heare. 

H am. What? 

Ghofi, I am thy fathers fpirit, 

Doomd for a ccrtaine tearme to walketht night, 

And for the day confind to faft in fires. 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : but that I am forbid 
To tell the fccrets ofmy prifon-houfe, 

I could a tale vnfolde whofe lighteft word 



I 

And each particular haire to Hand an *end. 

Like quils vpon the fearefull Porpentine: 

But this eternall blazon muft not be 
To eares of flefh and blood,lift,lift,0 lift. 

If thou did’ft cuer thy deare father loue. 

H am. OGod. 

Ghofi. Reuenge his foule, and moft vnn at urall murther. 

H am. Murther. 

Ghofi, Murther moft foule, as in the beft it is. 

But this moft foule, ftrange and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Haft me to know’t,that I with wings as fwift. 

As meditation, or the thoughts of Loue 
May fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghofl I find thee apt. 

And duller fliouldeft thou be then the fat weede 
Thatrootes it felfein eafe on Lethe wharffc, 

W ould ft thou not fturre in this ; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out,that fleeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent ftung me.fo the whole care of Denmarke 
Is by a forged proceffc ofmy death 
Ranckely abufedibut kno w thou noble Youth, 

The Serpen t that did fting thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne, 

H*w. Q my prophc.ike foule ! roy Vndc: 

g 



Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blooc 
Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their fpheres 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 



Prince of V enmxrke. 

Ghofi. I that incefluous, that adulterate beaft, 

VVith witchraft of h is wits, with ttayterous gifts, 

O wicked wit, and giftes that haue the power 
So to feduce ; wonne to his fhamfull luft 
The will of my mod feeming vertuous Qucenej 

0 H««/<f/,what falling off was there 
From me whofe loue was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand,euen with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vpon a wretch whole natutall gifts were poore. 

To thofe of mine j but vertue as it neuer will be mooued. 
Though Iewdnelfe court it in a flhape of heauen 
So but though to a radiant An gle linckt. 

Will fort it felfe in a cclcftiall bed 
Andprayon garbage. 

But loft, ms thinkes I feent the morning ayre, 

Briefe let me be; fleeping wichin my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwayes of the afternoon e, 

Vpon my fecure houre,thy Vncle ftoie 
With iuyee ofeurfed Hebona in a viall. 

And in the porches of my eares did poure, 

Thcleaprous diftilment, whofe effeeft 
Holds fuch an enmity with blood of man. 

That fwift as quickfil u er i t courfcs t h rough 
The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poffeffe 
And curdc like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and wholfomebIood;fo did it mine. 

And a moft inftant tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazerlike with vile and lothfome cruft 
Allmy fmooth body. 

Thus was 7 fleeping by a brothers hand. 

Of life,ofCrowne,of Queene at once dilpatcht, 

Out off euen in the bloflomes of my finne, 

vnnuzled,difappointed,vn-anucld, 

No reckning made, but fent to my account 
With al my imperfeaions on my head, 

O horrible, O horribIe,moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee bcare it not; 
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The Tragedy <?/HamIet 

Let not the royallbcd of Denmarke be , . -n? 

A couch for luxury and damned inceft. . . ;;v 

But howfomeuer thau purfues this aft, 

T ain’t not thy minde,nor let thyfoulecontriue 

Againft thy mother ought, jeaue her to beauen, r * 

And to thofe thorhes that in her bofome lodge 

To pricke and (ling hcr.Tate- tliey. vy ell at once, >;■ 

The Gloworme fliewes the matin c to be ncere 

And giimo pale his vneffe&uaU fire, , ? 

Adiew,adicw,adiew,rem?mherme, 

Warn. O all you hoflof heaueo'.O carthkvhat clfe, 

Andfihalll coupplebell.O fie!hold,my.hcart, . 

And you my finnowes;grow not inftant old. 

But bearc me fwiftlyvp, ’remember thee, , 

1 thou poore Ghoft whiles memory holds a feate 
In this dillraeled globe,remerfiberthee. 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
He wipe away all triui all fond records. 

All fawe ofbookes,all formes,a!l preffurespaft 
Thatyouth and obferuation coppied there. 

And thy commandement all alone lhail liue. 

Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by hcauen. 

0 moll prenicious woman. 

Ovillaine,vilIaine, fmiling damned villaine, 

My tables, meet it is I fet it dovvnc 

That one may fmile.and fmile,and be a villaine. 

At leaft I am lure it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So Vncle, there you are,now to my word. 

It is aiew,a.lew,rcmember me. 

1 hauefworn’t. 

Enter War at torrid LMarcellus. 

H ora. My Lord, my Lord. 

{jAlar. Lord Hamlet . 

Hora. Heaucns fecurehim. 

Ham. So be it. 

Mar, HIo,bo,ho,my Lord. 

Warn. Hill©,ho,ho,boy come, and come. 

Mat. 



Prince of Denmark * . 

Mar. Hovr i ft my noble Lord ? 

Hora. O,wonderfull! 

1 1 tr. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you will reueale it. 

H ora. Not I my Lord by’heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would hart of man once thinks it, 
But you’re be fccret. ... ^ m: 

UonMbyheauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villaine. 

Dwelling iq all Denmarke 
But bee’s an arrant knaue. 

H ora. There needs no Ghoft ray Lord,comc from the graue 
Totellvstjiis. 

Ham. Why righr,you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumftance at all, 

I hold it fit that wefhake hands and part. 

You, as your bufineffe and defire fhall point you, 

Foreuery man hath bufinefle anddefire < 

Such as itis,and for my ownc poore part 
I will goc pray. 

H ora. Thefe are but wilde and whurling words my Ld$ 

H am, I amforry they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith hartily. 

Hora, There’s no offence my Lord. 

H am. Yes by Saint Patrickbm there is Woratio y 
And much offence to,touching this vifion heere. 

It is an honeft Ghoftjtbat let me cell you. 

For your defirc to know what is betweene vy, 

Ore-maifter t as you may, and no w good friends. 

As you are friends,fcholl*ers,and fouldiers, 

Giue me onepoote requeft. 

Hora. What rft my Lord,we will. 

Warn. Neuer make knowne what you haue feeae to nights 

Voth. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’e. , 

Hora. In fakir my Lord not 1. 

Mar, Nor 1 my Lord in faith. 
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The Tragedy (/Hamlet 

Ham. Vppon my fword. 

Mar. }Nec haue fwome my Lord already, 

H am. Indeed vppon my fword, indeed* 

Ghoft crjes vnder the Stage. 

Ghofi. Sweare. 

H am. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there true p&ny ? 
Come on, you hcare this fellow in the Sellctigc, 

Confent to fweare. 

H ora, propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeakc of this chat you haue feene, 

Sweare by my fword, 

GhoJl. Sweare, 

H am hic,& vbique, then weelc fhift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen 
And lay your hands againe vpon my fword,. 

•Svseare by my fword 

Neuer to fpeakeof this that you haue heard. 

Ghoft . Sweare by his fword, 

H am. W ell faid old Mole, canft worke it’h earth fb fad, 

A worthy Pioner once more remooue good friends. 

H ora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 

H am. And therefore as a ftrangergiue it welcome. 

There are more thinges in heauen and earth Horatio 
Then are dream’tofinyourPhilofophy : but come 
Heere as before, neuer fo hclpe you mercy, 
fHow ftrange or odde fo mere I beare my felfe. 

As I perchance heereafter fhall thinkc meet, 

To put an Antike difpofition on 
That you atfuch timesfeeing mee, neuer fhall 
With armes incombred thus, orthis head (hake. 

Or by pronouncing of fomc doubtfull phrafe, 

As, well, well wee know, or wee could and if wee would. 

Or ifwee lift to fpeake, or there be and i 1 they might, 

Or fuch ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That you knowe ought of mee, this do fweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moftneedehelpe you. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Reft, reft perturbed fpirit : fo Gentlemen, 

VSfich all my louc I doe commend me t o you. 





Prince of Denmarke. 

And what fb poorc a man as Hamlet is, 

Mav doe t’cxpreflc bis louc and frending to you 
Cod willing lhali notlackc.let vs goe in together. 
And fti.1 your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out ot iovnt.O curfed (pight. 

That euer 1 was borne to let it right. 

Nay come,lets goe together. Exeunt 



Enter oldToloniut, with hie matt or two. 

*Pt!, Glue him this mony,and thefc t wo notes Reynaldo , 

fay. I will my Lord. 

Tot. You fhall doe roaruelous wifely good Reynaldo , 
Before you viftc him, to make inquire, 

Ofhis behauiour. 

Key. My Lcrd.I did intend it. 

Tel. Mary well faid,very well faid.lookc you fir. 
Enquire me fitft what Dickers are in Paris. 

And how, and who.what mcanes,and where they keep* 
What comp any, at what cxpence,and finding, 

By this encompalment.and drift of queftion 

That they doe know my fonne.come you more neerer 

Then your pcrticuler demaunds will tuch it. 

Take you as t'werc fomc diftaat knowledge of him. 

As thus,I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him,doe you matke this Reynaldo ? 

Key, I, very well my Lord. 

Pol, And in part him,but you may fay.not well, 

But y fr be he I meane,hee’ s very wilde, 

Addifted fo and fo,and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe,mat ry none fo ranck 
As may difhonour him,t ake heed of that. 

But fir/uch wanton, wild, and vl'uall flips, 

As are companions noted and mod knowne 
To youth and libertie. 

Rcy. A 5 gaming my Lord. 

Tol. j,or drinking, fencing, fwearing, 
Qiiatrcl!ing,drabbing,you mav goefo tarre. 

R ey. My Lordjthat would difnonour him. 

Pol. Fay ‘ ;h as you may feafon it in the charge. 





The Tmgedie o/’Ha^lct 

You tnuft not put another fcandall on him, 

Tha: he is open to inconcinency, 

That's not ray meaning, but breath his faults foqucntly 
That they may feeme the taints of liberty,- - v. • t ; ; 

The flafh and out-bi cake of a fiery mind,. 

A fauagenes in vnreclamed blood, 

©fgenerall aflaulr. 

key. But my good Lord, 
p ol. Whetefor fiiould you doe this? 

Key. I my Lord, I would.know that. 

P ol. Marry fir.beer’s my drift, 

And I beleeue it is a fetch of wir, 

You laying thefefligh tfullies on my fonne 
As twere a thing a little foyld with woiking, • 

Matke you.your party inconuerle.himyou would found 
Hauing euer feene in the prenominat crimes 
The youth you breath of guilty, be allur'd 
He clones with you in this cofequence, 

Good fir, (or fo,^or friend,or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafe,orthe addition 
Of man and country; 

Key. Very good my Lord. 

P el. And then fir doos a this ) adoos.*what wasl aboutto fay? 
By the malfe I was about to fay fomething, 

Wheredidlleaue? 

Key. At clofes in the confequence. 

P el. At clofes in the confequence, I marry. 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
Ifaw himyefterday,orth’othcr day, • 

Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch,and as you fay. 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’srowfe. 

There falling out atTennis>o perchance 
1 faw him enter fuch or i'ucli a houfc of fale, 
Videli7.ct,abrothell,or fo fourth, fee you now. 

Your bait of falfihood:take this carpe of truth. 

And thus doe we of wifdome.and of reach. 

With windleffcs rand with aflame* of bias. 

By indiredf s find diredfions out. 

So by my former ledture and aduife 

4 w - - dial I 



Vrinte cfVeumrhe, 

Shall you my fonnejyou haue me,hauc you notf 
%ey. My Lord,] haue. 

Pol. God buyyce.faryee welL 
Key. Good my Lord. 

Pol. Obferue his inclination in your felfc. 

Key. I (hall my Lord, 

Pol. And let him ply his tnufiquc. 

Key. Well my Lord. Exit Rey. 

j_i j * t ■j‘ f j i r i J , • 

Enter Ophelia. 

p olo. Farwell. How now Opkelia,vih&ts the matter? 
Ophe. O my Lord,my Lor a, I haue becne fo affrighted, 
p olo. With what i’th name of God? 

Ophe. My Lord,as I was fo wing in my cloflet. 

Lord Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d. 

No hat vpon his hcad^his ftockins fouled, 

Vngartred.and downe gyred to his ankle. 

Pale as his fhirr,his knees knocking eacn other. 

And with a looke fo pittioosin purporc 
A^ if he had becne loofed out 01 hell 
To fpeake of horrors.he comes before mew 
P olo. Mad for thy louc? 

Op he My Lord I do not know, 

But truly 1 doc feare it. 

Vela, What fan! he? 

Ophe. He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it;long ftayd he fo. 

At laft,a little fhaiking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus waiting vpand downe. 

He raifed a figh fo pittious and profound. 

As it did feeme to {hatter all his bulke. 

And end his being ; that done, he lets me go. 

And with his head auer his fhoulders turn’d 
He feetn d to find his way without his eyes. 

For out a doores he went without their helps. 

And to thelaft bended their light on me. 
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Tol Come,goe with mc,l will goefeeke the King, 

This is the very extacy ofloue, 

Whofe violent property forgoes it lelfe. 

And leads the will to delpcrat vnuercakings 
As oft as any paflions vnder heauen 
That dooes affl dt our natures ; I am forry, 

VVhat,haue you giuen him any hard words of late? 

Of he. No my good Lord, but as you did commaund 
I did rcpcll his Ietcers.-and denied 
His accefle to me, 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am lorry, that with better hcede and iudgement 
] had not coted him,l (ear’d he did but trifle 
And meant to wtacke thee.buc befhrow my Ielouhe: 

By heauen it is as proper to our age ^ , 

To caff beyond our felues in our opinions. 

As it is common For the younger fort __ f ' 

To lack difcietion ; come.goe we ro the King, 

Tnis muff be knowne,which beeing kepi dole, might moue 
More griefe to hide, then hate to vtter ioue. 



Florijh. Enter K'ng and Queene,Rofencraus and 
Guyldenfierne. 

King. Welcome deereKoftncraus and Guyldenfierne » 
Moreouer,that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we baue to vfe you did prouokc 
Ourhaffy fending,fomething haue you heard 
Of H<i»w/e//transformation,fo call it, 

Sith nor th’exterior,nor the inward man 
RTcmbles that it was, what it fliou'd be, 

More then his fathers death, that thus hath put him, 

So much fromthc’vnderlianding of himfclfe 
I cannnot dreame of.* I entreat you both, 

1 hat beeing of fo young dates brought vp with him, 
Andfich fb neighbored to his youth and hau r. 

That you voutfafe your reff heere in our Court 
Some little tiine/o by your companies 
To draw him on to pleafures,*nd to gather 



Prime of Vemarke. 

So much as from occafion you may gjeanc. 

Whether ought to vs vnkowne afflia* him thus, 

That opend ics within our remedy. 

Quee. Good gentlemen, he hath much talkt ofy , 

And Tre I am,tw o men there are not living, 

To whome he more adhere?, if it will P^ c f| c Y ou 
To (hew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

As to extend your time with vs a while. 

For the liipply and profit of our hope, 

Your vifitation fha!l receiuc fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

p of. Both your Mait flies 
Might by the foueraigne power you haue of vs. 

Put your dread pleafures moie into commaund 
Then to intreaty. 

Guyl. But wc both obey, 

And here giue vp our felues in the full bent, 

To lay our feruice freely at your feete 

Kwg. Thankes Rofencraus , and gentle Guy Idenjt erne % 

Q«ee. Thankes Guyldenfierne , aud gentle R ofcencraus. 

And lbefeechyou inftantly to vifne ^ 

My too much changed fonnergce fome o you 
And bring thefe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guyl. Heauens make our prcfcnce and our practices 

PleafantandhclpfuUcohim. 

Quie. I Amen. Exeunt Rof and Guy Id. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Th'embaffadors from Norway my good Lord, 

Are ioyfully returnd. 

King, Thou (fill hart bcene the father of good newes. 

PoL Haue I my Lord ? I dfliire my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my fouie. 

Both to my God, and to my gracious King; 

And 1 doe thinke.or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayleofpoliciclo fure 
As it hath vfd to doe, that I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacy. 

King. O fpeake of that, that do 1 long to he ate. 

E % Pol 





The Tragedy of Hamlet • ' 

Polo, Giuefirft admittance to th’embaffadors, 

My nevvesfliall be the fruce to chat great feaft, o •>»• j y 

IO»g. Thyfelfedoe grace to them, and bring them in. 

He tells mefrty decree-; tjertrud he hath found 
The head and fourcc of aid your fonnes dillemper. 

Quee.l doubt it is.no other but the tmine, 

His fathers death, and our liafty tnatiiage, : / . . f t 0 -j« 

t3“dw «- iv riiw ^triij -J: 7 ■ cirx ) < 
E»ter Embajfadsr).' 

King. Well, we fhall fift him, welcome my good friends, 

Say Z)oltemmd,vA\zx from our brother Norway* 

Volte. Mod faircrcturne of greetings and defiresj 
Vpon ourfirlljhcfcntout tofupprelfe 1 i ,j.jt 

His Nephews leuies,which to him appeard 
To be a preparation gainft the Tollacke, 

But better lookc into,he truly found 

It was againd your highnafle, whereat greeu’d 

That fo his fickn..fle,agc, and impotence 
W as falfely borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On FonenbraJfe,Pv\\tch he in breeft obeyes, 

Receiues rebuke from Norway, and in fine. 

Makes vow before his VnclejOeuer more 
To glue :h’aflay of Armes agair.ft your Maiedy: 

Whereon old Norway ouercome with ioy, 

Giues him threcicoie thoufand cro wnes in anuall fee, 

And hiscofnmiffion to imploy thofe fouldicrs, 

Soleuiecl(as before)againd the P ollacke. 

With an entreaty herein further liione. 

That it might plcafe vou.to giue quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fuch regards of fafety and allowance 
As therein are fet downc. 

King. It likes vs well. 

And at our mot e confidered time,wee’le read, 

Anfwer,and chinke vpon this bufines: 

Meane time, we thanke you for your well tooke labour, 

Goe to your red,at night wcele feafl together, 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embajfadors, 

Pol. This bufines is well ended. 

My 



Prime of Venmarke,; . , 

My Liege and Maddam, to expodulate 
What maiefty fhould be, what ducty is, . 
yjhy day is day, night night, and time is time, 

Were nothing but to wait night, day, and time. 

Therefore breuity is the foule of wit, 

^ n d tedtoufnes the limmes and outward florilhesr 
X will be breefe your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnes, 

What ill but to be nothing elfe but mad? 

But let that goe. 

Qttee. More matter with lefle art. 

TV, Maddam, I fvyeare I vfc no ait at all. 

That hce’s mad tis true, tis true, tis piety. 

And pitcy tisjustrue, a fooltfh figure. 

But farewell it, for I will yfe no art. 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remaines 
That wee find out the caufeof this effect. 

Or ratherfay the caufeqfthis dcfedl 
Fot this effefldefecliue cqijwsby caufe : 

Thus ic remaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

Ihaue a daughter, haue while fhe is mine. 

Who in her dnety and obedience, marke. 

Hath gtuen methis, nqvv gather and fnrmife, , 

T o the CeleftiallanA rayfioyles Idol, the moft be AH* 
tified Ophelia, that's an ill phrafe, a vile phrafe , 
beautified is a vile phrafe, btftyoti fhall heare : thus 
in her excellent white bofome , thefe clrc. 

Quce . Game this from Hamlet to her ? 

Vo/. Good Maddam day awhile,I will befaithfull, 

Don’t thou the / la res are fire , Letter. 

Doubt that the Sunne doth mooue, 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer, 

But nener doubt / lone, 

O decre Ophelia ,T am ill-at thefe numbers, I haue not art to rec- 
kenmy groancs . but that I loue thee bed, Oh mod beft be- 
leeue it! adew. Thine euermoie mofl deare Lady, whild this 
machine is to him. 

To/. This in obedience hath my daughter {hownJne, (Hamjff, 
Andraore about hath his folicitings 



gno-iyn: 
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As they fell out by time, by meancs, and place. 

All giuen to mine earc. . 

King. Buthowftathfhc rccciu d hi$ loue . 

p 0 /„ What doe you thinke of me? 

Kin?. As of a nun faichfull and honorable, 
p ei, I would faine proue fo, but what might you thmkc 
When l had fecne this hot louc on the wing? 

As I perceiu’d it ( I muft tell you that) 

Before my Daughter told me, what mighr you. 

Or my deare Maiefty your Qucene hecre thinke. 

If I had plaid theDcske, or Table booke, 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe. 

Or looktvppon this leue with idle fight. 

What might you thinke ? no, I went round toworkc, 

And my yong Miftriffc this i did befpeake. 

Lord Hamet is a Prince out of thy ftarre. 

This muft not bee : and then I preferipts gaue her« 

That Hie ftiould locke her felfe from his refort, 

Admit no meffengers,receiue no token i. : 

Which done flhe tooke the fruites of my aduife. 

And hee repel d,a ftiort tale to make, 

Fell into a fadnes, then into a faft. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakenefie. 

Thence to lightnes, and by this dedenfioa, 

Into the madnes wherein now hee raucs, 

And all wee mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Quee. It may bee very like. > 

Pol. Hath there beenefuch a time, I would faine know that, 
That I haue poficiuely faid, tis fo. 

When it pro y’d other wife? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Taketh'S, from this, if this be other wife 5 
If circumftanccs leade mee, I will find 
Where troth k hid, though it were hid indeede 
Wi'hin the Center. 



King. How may wee try it forth er? 

Pol, You know fometimes hee walkes foure houres toget c 
Heere in the Lobby. 






Prince of Denmorke* 



P^^At fuch a dmc;Tle loofc my daughter to him, 
Re you and I behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if he loue her not. 

And bee not from his reafon faine thereon 
Let me be no affiftant for a ftatc 
But keepc a farme and carters. 

^WeewiUtrye^H^ 



duec. But looke where fadly thepoore wretch comes reading 
pt/.Away,I doebefcech you both away. Extt KmgandQwe^ 
He bord him presently, oh giue me leaue, 

How does my good Lord Hamlet} 

Ham. WcU.God a mercy. 

Pol. Doe you know me my Lord ? 

H am. Excellent well,you are a Fifnmongei* 

<Tol. Not I my Lord. 

H am Then I would you were lo honett a man. 

Pol. Honeftmy Lord. 

Ham. I fir to bchoneft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man pickt out of tenne thouland. 

To/. That’s very true my Lord. 

H am. For if the funne breed maggots in a dead dogge,betng 
a good kiffing carrion. Haue you a d aughter? 

Tol. 1 haue my Lord. . 

Ham. Let her not walke i*th Sunne , conception is a blcfing. 
But as your daughter may conceaue, friend looke to’t, 

Pol. How fay you by chat,ftill harping on my daughter .yet he 
knew me not at firft, a fayd I was a Fifhmonger , a is farre gone, 
and trucly 1 n my youth, I fuffred much extt emity for loue, very 
neere this. lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my 
Lord. 



H am. Words, words, words. 

‘TV. Whac is the matter my Lord, 
H am. Bctweei.e who. 



a. »?VV,NV, VTI 

Pol . I meane the matter that you read my Lord. 

H am. Slanders firjfor the fatericall vogue faies here ,that old 
mmhaue gray beards, that their faces are wrincklcd, their eyes 
purging thjck Amber, 8c plunuree gum,8c that they haue a plcn- 

F cifuil 
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tiful! lackeof wit, togccher with moft weakehams, all which fi t 
though I moft powerfully and potently belieue , yet I hold it not 
hontfty to haue it thus fet downejfOr your felfe fir fhall grow old 
as I am ; iflike a Crab you could goe backeward. 

VJ . Though this be madnefl’e, yet there is method in’c,vvil you 
walke our of the ayre my Lord ; 

Ham. Into my graue. 

Volo. Jndeede that's out of the ayre ; how pregnant fometimes 
his replies are,a happines that often mudnes hits on, which reafon 
and fanffity could not fo profperoufly be dliuered o f. I will leauc 
him and my daughter.My Lord,! wil take my leans of you', 

H^w.You cannot take ‘lorn me any thing that 1 will not more 
•willingly par: withall : except my life , except my life, except my 
life. Enter Cjitilder(leme,and Rofonty.aus. 

Volo, Fare you well my Lord, 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. 

Volo, Yougoc tofeekethe Lord f/hw/cr, there he is. 

R of. Godfaueyoufir. 

Guy l. My honor’d Lord. 

Rof. My mod decre Lord. 

Ham. My exelent good friends, how doft thou Cjtiilderjlerncl 
• A Ro fetter *ns t good lads how doe you both? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of che earth. 

Guyl. Happy , in that we are not cucr happy on Fortunes lap, 
We are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her flrooe,. 

Rof. Neither my Lord. 

Ham, Then you line about her waft, or in the middle of her fa< 

Guyl, Faith her priuates we. (uots. 

Ha.hi the fecret parts of fortune,oh mod true, (lie is a (trumpet 
What newes? 

'Rof. None my Lord, but the worlds growaenoneft. 

Ham. Then is Doomes day neere,but your newes is not true, 1 
But in the beaten way of friendfbip.what mike you at Elfonourd 

Rof. Tovifityoumy Lord, no other occafion. 

H<z»#.Begger that I amj am euer poorc in thankes,but I thank 
you, and Cure deare friends, my thankes are too deare a haltpcny : 
were you not feat for?is it your o wne inclining? is it a free vifica* 
tion?corae,come,deaIe iuftly with m:,comc,come,nay fpeake. 
Guy, What fhould we fay my Lord? 



Prime of De ntnar k4. 

St ough cullout , I know .he good Krug and Qu=e ? e haue 
ftntfor yuu. 

lo what end my Lord ? . , , 

Ham That you mud teach me shut let me comure you , by the 
• v? f -.ur fellowftnppe ,by the confonancy ofout yojitn, by tne 

lone ; and by what mo, e dears 

SeSopolir can charge you withall, bee cuen and drrea with 

mce whether you were fent for or no- 

^NaythClLue an eye of you, if you Ioue me hold not off 

Guyl Mv Lo; d wee wereferit for. 

Hrif. I will tell you why fo fhalihny anticipation preuent your 
difcoucry, and youriecrecie to the King and ^ueene moult p.o fea- 
ther 1 haue of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all myimrth , 
fofeou all cuft Jinc of exercifes, and indeede it goe? loc hcauily with 
my d,fpofuion , that this goodly frame the earth , fecmestomec a 
ftevill premontorie , this raoft excellent Canopie tnc ayre , laoke 
you this braue ore-hanged firmament, this malefticall roote fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appearth nothing to mee but a faille 
and peftilent congregation of vapours . What peece o»woike is a 
man, how noble in reafon how infinit in faculties, in forme and 
moouing, how exprefle and admirable in a&ion , how like an An- 
gell in apprehenfion, how like a God : the beauty of the world ; the 
parragon of Annima!es,and yet to mee, what is this Quinteflcnce of 
duft f man delights not mee nor woman neither , though by your 
fmilingyou feemeto fay fo* 

R of. My Lord there was no fuch ft iffe in my thoughts, 

Ham. Why did yee laugh then, when Ifaid man dclights not me. 

R of To thir.ke my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lenton 
entertainement the players (hal receiue from you, wee coted them 
on the way , and hethet 1 are the coming to offer youietuice. 

H am. He that playes the King fhal be welcome* his Maiefty fhal 
haue tribute on mee, the aduenteroiis Kmght fhal vfe his foyleand 
target, the Iouer (ha! cot fing gratis, the humorous man fhal end his 
patt in-peace and the Lady fhal fay, her mind freely : or the blanke 
verfe fhal hault for’t. What players are they ? 

Ro/. Euen thofe you were wont to takcfuch delight in, the Trage- 
dians of tf? iCitty. 

Fa Ham. 
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H am. How' chances it the trauaile ? their refidence both in tepu» 
tation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof I thinke their inhibition , comes by the meanes of the 
late innouation. 

H am. Do the hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they fo followed? 

Rof. No indeede are they not. 

H am. It is not very ftrange.for my Vncle is King ofDenmarke 
& thofe that wonld make mouths at him while my father liued, 
giue twenty forty, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little rs’bloud there is fomething in this more then na- 
tural, if Philofophy coaid find it out. A Florijh. 

Guyl. There are the players 

Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfonoure, your hands, 
come then th’apportenance of welcome is fafhion andeeremo- 
nie ; let mee comply with you in this garb let my extent to the 
players, which I tell you muft fhowe fayrely outwards, fhould 
more appearelike entertainement then yours? you are welcome: 
but my Vnclc-father, and Aunt-mother, are deceaued. 

Gujl, In what my dearc Lord. 

Ham . I am but mad North North wefi ; when the wind is Sou- 
therly, 1 know a Hauke, from a hand-faw. 

Enter Polonius. 

SPo!. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Htfw.Hark you Guyldenflerne , & you to, are each eare a hearer, 
that great baby as you fee is not yet out of his fwadhng clouts, 

Rof. Happily he is the fecond time come to them, for they fay 
an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophecy that he comes to tell me of the players; 
marke it, you fay right fir a Monday morning t’was then indeed. 

Pol. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

H am. My Lord 1 haue newes to tell you : when Roffuts was 
an Aftorin Rome. 

*Pol. The A&ors are come hether my Lord. 

H am. Buz, buz, 

P ol, Vppon my honor. 

Ham. Then came each A&or on his Afle. 

P<?/. The beft a&ors in the world,eithcr for Tragedy, Comedy, 
Wiftory,Paftorall,PaftoraU-Comicall, Htftorfcal-Paftorall/ceme 

indeuidable* 



Prime of Denmarhe, 

Jndeuidable.orPocm vnlimited. Seneca cannot bee too heauy, 
nor Plautus too ligiit for the lawe of writ,and the liberty : thele 

arctheonelymen. 

Ham.OIeftha Judge of Ifraell.what a treafure hadfl thou? 

Pol. Whatatreafurehadhemy Lord? . 

Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 

ued paffing well. 

pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old feptha ? 

Pol. What followes then my Lord f 

H am, Wliy as by lot God wot,and then you know it came to 
pafL,as moftlike it was ; the firft rowe of the pious chanfon will 
fhow* you more, for looke where my abridgment comes. 

Enter the Players. 

Ham. You are welcome maifters, welcome all , I am glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, w hy thy face is 
valanc d Gnce I faw thee laft,com’ft thou to beard me inDemark? 
what my young lady and Miflris, by lady your ladifhippe is 
nerer to heauen, then when I faw you laft by the altitude of a 
chopine, pray God yourvoycc like a peece of vneurrant gold, 
beenotcrackt within the ring : maifters you are all welcome, 
weeleento’t like friendly Faukners, flie at any thing wee fee, 
wecle haue a fpeech ftraite, come giue vs a tafie of your quality, 
ccsnc a paffionate fpceclt. 

P layer. What fpeech my good lord ? 

Ham.I heard thee fpeakc me a fpeech once,but it was neuer ac* 
ted, or if it was, not aboue once, for the play I remember plcafd 
not the million, t was cauiary to the generaljbut it was as 1 rcce:- 
ued it & others, whofeiudgments in Inch matters cried in the tep 
of mine, an excellent play, well digefied in the feenes , fet dowre 
with as much modefty a; cunning. 1 remember one fayd there 
were no fallets in the lines , to make the matter fauory , nor no 
matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affeflion, 
butcalditan honeft method.as wholefome as iweet , & by very 
much, more handfome then fine? one fpeech in’t l chiefly loued., 
t’was tALr.eas talke to Dido,ti there about of it efpcc'ally when 
he fpeakes of P riams flaUghtcr,if it hue in your memory begin at 
this linc,Iet me fec,Ictme fee,thcrugged P yrhm IikeTiVircsnian 

F ? head, 
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Bead', tis not itbegins with Pjrr^/w.Tne nigged IV rktts, bee 
whole fable armes, 

Blackc as his purpofc did the night rcfemole. 

When hec lay couched in th’ominous horfe. 

Hath now this dread and black coinple&ion fmcard, 

W th lvcraldy mote difmall head totoote. 

Now is hec total! Gulos, lion idly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and emb ailed with the parching ftreetes 
Ilnur lend a tirranous and a damned light 
To their Lords routthcr, rolled in wrath and fire. 

And thus orc-cifed with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbunckles^thc hcllifhP yrrbus 
Old grandfirc P riam feekes ; fo proceed you. 

p ol. Foregod my Lord vvcll fpoken, with good accent and 
PAjy. Anon he finds him fgood diicretion. 

Striking too friortacGteekcs, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it fals. 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall nratcht, 

P irrbus at P riant driues, in rage firikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and wind of his fell fword, 

Th’vnneiucd father falls : 

Seeming to feclethis blow* with flaming top 
Stoopcs to his bale ; and with a hiddious crafh 
Takes pri loner P/rr/wr care, for lo his fword 
Which was declining onthe milkie head 
Of rcucrent P riant, feem’d i th ayre to flick, 

So as a painted tirant Pirrhas flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter , 

Did nothing : 

But as wee often fee againft fome flormc, 

A filunce in the heauens, the racke ftand ftill, 

The bould winds fpecchlcfle, and theorbe belovvc 
As hufh as death, anone the dread full thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after p irrhus paufe, 

A rowftd vengeance fees him new a wotke. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Marfes Armor forg’d for proofe cternc, 

W ith lefle remorfe then P irrhus bleeding fword 

Now falls on Pm. ' - 



Prince of Dextnarkc. 

Out, out, thou flrumpet Fortundall you gods. 

In »cnerallfinod takeaway her power, 

Breakc all the fpokcs,and folles from her whcele. 

And boule the round naue downc the hillofheaucn 
As lowe as to the fiends. 

Polo. This is too long, 

H a . ;t lhal to the barbers with yourbeardjprethee lay on, he s 
for a lig,or a tale of bawdry , or ht f]eepes,fay on, come to H tCHVtt, 

P4t;.But who, a woe, had feene the mobled Qucene, 

H am. The mobled Quecne. 

Polo, That’s good. 

‘TVrf/.Runnebarefootc yp and downe,threatning the flames 
With litfoft rhume, a clout ypon that head 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanckand all ore-teamed loyncs, 

A blancket in the alarme of feare caught vp. 

Who this had feene,with tongue in venom fleept, 

Gainft fortunes flate would trealon hauepronounc d> 

But if the gods themfclues did fee her then, 

When flic law Ptrhus make malicious fporc 
In nrncing with bis fword her husbands limmes. 

The inflant burft of clamor that fhe made, 

Vnlefle thing smortall mooue them not at all. 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 
And'paflion in the gods, 

Pol. Looke where he has not turned his co!!our,and has teftres 
ic.’s eyes prethee no more, 

H^?w.Tis well, lie haue thee fpeakeout the reflof thisfoone, 
good my Lord will you fee the players well beftowed ; doe you 
hcare, let them be well vied, for they are the abftraif and breefe 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better haue a 
bad Epitaph then their, ili report while you liue. 

Pol. My Lord, I will vie them according to their defert, 

H am, Gods bodkin man, much better, vfe cuery man after his 
defert, and who {hall fcape whipping.vfe them after your owne 
honour and dignity the lefle they deferue the more merrit is 
in your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come firs. 

Hrt.Follow Jsim friends, yvec-le here a play to mqirovv;deft thou 

here 
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hcarc me old friend.can you play the murther of Gonzago} 

Vl*y, 1 my Lord. 

Wt'rn Wcele hau’t to morrow night, you could tor need Rudy 
a fpccch of fome dofen lines, or fiweene lines, which I would fet 
downc andinfert in’crcould you not? 

P lay. I my Lord. 

H««. Very well, follow that Lord , and i ook c youmockcr.ini 
uot. My good friends,Ile leaue you till night,you are welcome 
to Elfononre. Exeunt Poland flayers, 

Fof. Good my Lord. Exit . 

H am. I fo,God buy to you,now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefant flaue an I ! 

Is it not monftrous that this player heere 
But in a fixion.in a dreame ot paflion 
Could force his l’oule fo to his ownc conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his cyes.diftratfion in his afpeft, 

A broken voyce,and his whole fun£l ion fitting 
With formes to his conceit;and all for nothitg. 

For Hecuba . 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fhould weepc for her?what would he doe 

Had he the motiue,and that for paflion 

That I haue ? he would drowne the Rage with teares. 

And cleaue the generall care with horrid fpeech. 

Make mad the guilty.and appealc the free. 

Confound the ignorant.and amaze indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and earesjyet 1, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peake, 

Like /fl/w-a-dreames , vnpregnant of my caufc. 

And can fay nothing;no not for a King, 

Ypon whofe property and moil dearc life, 

A damn’d defeate was made .* am I a coward. 

Who calls me villaine.breakes my pate a erode, 

Pluckesoff my beard, and blowes it in my face, 

Tweke* me by the nofc,giues me the lie i’th throatc 
A deepe as to the lunges.* who does me this, 

Hahls’wounds l ftiould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgion liuerd,and lackc gall 



Prince ofDenmarke • 

To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 
i fhould haue fatted all the region Kytcs 

wichth«n>"' s » M > blo ? d ^ k baud r; m r5; , 

Remorfelcffc, treacherous,letcherous, kmdlefle vlllame. 

Why what an AlTc am I ? this is moft braue. 

That I the fonne of a deere father murthered, - 
Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell, 

Muft like a whore vnpack my heart with words. 

And fall a curling like a very drabbe ; a ftalhon, fie vppont, fob. 
About my braines , hum, I haue heard. 

That guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the feene, 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foule, that prefently 
They haue proclaim’d their malefa&ions t 
Formurther though ithaue no tongue will 1 fpcake 
With moft miraculous organ . He haue thefe Players 
Play fomthing like the murther of my father 

Before mine Vncle, lie obferue his lookes, 

lie tent him to the quicke, ifa : do blench 
1 know my courfe. The fpirit that I haue feene 
May be a diuell, and the diuell hath power 
T’afiume a pleafing flaape; yea and perhaps, 

. utof my weakenefle and my mclancholly, 
hee is very potent with fiich fpirits, 

Abufcs mee to damne mce ; lie haue grounds 

More relatiue then this, the play’s the thing ■ 

Wherein lie catch the confidence of the King. Exit. 

>r ' ' ' • \r- r ; * . ; A 

Enter King, Queene , Tolonius, Ophelia, Rofencraus, Guyl. 
denfierne , Lords 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why hee puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof He dooes confeflc he fecles himfelfe diftra&ed. 

But from what caufe a will by nomeancs fpcake. 

GuyL Nor do wee find him forward to be founded, ^ 

But with a crafty madnes kccpcs a!oofc 
When wc would bring him on to fomc confdHon 
G. 




O 
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Ofhis true ftate. 

Quee, Did he receiue you well? 

Rof Moft like a gentleman. 

Guj/l. But with much forcing ofhis difpofition. 

Rof Niggard of queftion,but ofour demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Quee. Did you affay him to any paftime ? 

%of. Maddam.it I'o fell out that certaine Players 
Wc ore-raught on the way, of thefe we told him. 

And there did feeme in him a kind of ioy 
To heare ofit : they are hecrc about the Court, 

And as J chinke,thcy haue already order 
This night to piay before him. 

Pol. Tis moft true, 

And he befeechtme to intreat your Maicfties 
To heare and fee the matter. 

King. With all my heart. 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen gitte him a futher edge' 

And dtiue his purpofe into thefe delights, 

Rof Wefhall my Lord. Exeunt R of.& Guj& £ 
King. Sweet (Jcrtr ard,\ez\xe vs two, v , 

tor we haue clofely fent for Hamlet hether. 

That he ast’wereby accedent,may heerc ^ 

Affront Ophelia-, her father and my felfe, 

Wce’le fo beftow outfelue S ,that feeing vnfeene. 

We may o f their encounter franckely iudge. 

And gather by him as he is behau’d, 

1ft be th’af ffi&ion of his loue or no 
That thus he fufters for. 



Qee, I fhall obey you.. 

And for my part Ophelia, I doe wifli 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 

Win£'!'r' <l ’'f fo 1,11,1 \ h °dyom 

Will bring him to his wonted way a^afoe 

To both your honours. ° * 

Ophe. Maddam,I wi/h it may. . 

***• you heerc:gracious fo pleafe you, 



HOT* JDe) 

hn rfiiW 



We 
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We will beftow our feluesjrcadc on this booke, 

That fhow of fuch an excrcife may collour 
Your lowlin«ffeJ we arcoft to ° bl,me in thlSj 

Tis too much proou’d.that with dcuotions vifage 
And pious a&ion, we doe fugar ore 
The Diuell himfelfe. 

Kin?, Otis too true. 

How fmart a lafti that fpeech doth giue my confdence’ 
The harlots cheeke beauried with plaftring art. 

Is notmorc ougly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deede to my moft painted word: 

Oheauy burthen: 



Enter Hamlet, 

Vol. I heare him comming.with-d/aw my Lord. 

H*w. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion. 
Whether tis nobler in the minde to fuffer 
The flings and arrowesofoutragious fortune, 

Orto take Armes againft a fca oftroublcs. 

And by oppofing.end thcmiTo die to fleepe 
No inorerand by a fleepe, to lay wcend 
1 hehart-ake,and thethoufand naturall (hocks 
Thatflcfh isheire to j tis a confumation 
Deuoutly to be wilht to die to fleepe, 

To fleepe, perchance to dreame,! there’s the rub, 

For in that fleepe of death what dreames may come? 
When we haue fhuffled off this mottall coylo 
Muft giue vs paule, there’s the refpeft 
That makes calamity of fo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and fcornes offline, 
Th’oppreflors wrong, the proude mans contumely. 
The pangs of office, and the lawes delay. 

The infolence of office, and the Ipurnes 
That patient merrit of th'vnwotthy takes, 

W hen himfelfe might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin;v> ho would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary lifo? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d country ,fiom yvhofc borne 

G i 




No 
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No trauailer returnes.puzzels the will, 

And makes vs lathcrbeare thofe ills we haue. 

Then flic to others that wee know not of. 

Thus confcience dooes make cowards, . 

And thus the natiue hiew of refolution 
Isfick’.ed ore with the pale caftof thought. 

And enterprifes of great pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry. 

And loofe the name of atftion. Soft you now. 

The fairc Ophelia, Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 

Of he. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day? 

H am. I humbly thankeyou;wcIl, 

Ophe, My Lord, I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-deliuer, 

I pray you now receiue them. 

H am. No.not I, I neuer gauc you ought. 

Ophe. My honor’d Lorcfyou know right well you did'. 

And with them words ofib lwect breath compofd 
As made thefe things more rich:their perfume loft, 

Take thefe againe.for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers prooue Yflkin.d*, 

There my Lord, 

H am. Ha,ha,areyou honeft, 

Oph. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophe. What raeanes your Lord fhip? 

H am. That ifyou be honeft and faire, you fliould admitr 
no difeourfe to your beauty. 

Oph, Could beauty my Lord haue better comerce 
Then with honefty? 

Ham. I truely,for the power of beauty will fooner tranfforme ho- 
nefty from what it is to a baude, then the force of honefty can tranf- 
1 ate beauty into his likcnefle,tfns was fometime a paradox, but now 
the timegiues it proofc,I did loue you once. 

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made me bejeeuefo, t 

Ham. You fliould not haue bclecu d me, for vertue cannot (o 
euacuat our old ftock,buc wc Hull rclifhofic : Iloued you not. 

r ( > . Ophe, 



Prime of Denmarke. 

Ophe I was the more decciued. 

J ‘ Get thee a Nunry.: why wouldftthoube abrecdcrof fin- 
. > i am my fefie indifferent hpneft, but yet I could accufe mcc of 
Lh things, that ityvere better my;Mpiher bjad not borne . me ? s I am 

vcrvproude,reuengefull, ambitious, with mote offences at my becke, 

then 1 haue thoughts to put them io,imaginati6 to giue them lhape, 
or time to aiftthcm inrwhat fbould fuch icllowes as I oocrauling oe- 
tweere earth and heauenf wc are arrant knaucs , beleque none of vs. 
gothy waies tea Nunry, . Wher's your father? 

Ophe, At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doers be fhut vpon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in’s owne houie. 

Farewell. 

Ophe. O helpe him you fweet heauens. 

H am. If thou dooft marry , lie giue thee this plage for thy dow- 
rie, be thou as draft asyce,as pure as fnow, thou fhalt not cfcape ca- 
lumny get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Orif thou wilt needs marry, 
marry a foole , fpr wife men know well enough what rconfters you 

make of them ; to a Nunry goe,ap<l quickly to, farwell, 

Ophe. Heauenly powers reftore him, 

H am. lhaueheardof your paintings well enough, God hachgi, 
uen youone face, and you make your fclfes another,you gig and am- 
ble, andyou lift you nickname Gods creators , and make your wan-, 
tonnes ignorance; goeto, lie no more on t, it hath made me madde, 
I fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofe that are married already,a!l 
but one fhal liue,the reft ft rail keep as they nre.-to a Nunry go. Exit, 
Ophe. O what a noble mind is heete othrowne! 

The courtiers, fouldiers,fchol!ers,eye, tongue, fwotd, 

Th’expe£htion,and Rofe of the faire ftate. 

The glaffe offafhion,and the mould of forme, 

Th’obferu’d of all obferuers,quUe,qtiite downc, 

And I of Ladies moft deiedf and wretched. 

That fuckt the huny ofhis mufickt vowes; 

Now fee what noble and moft foueraigne reafon 
Like fweet bells iangled out of time,and harfh, 

That vnmatcht forme, and ftature ofblownc youth 
BJafted with extacy.O wo is me 
T haue fecne what I haue feene, fee what I fee. 

9 kit, 

6 3 Entr, 
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Enter King and Volonius. 

King, Loucihis affcdHons doe not that way tend. 

Nor y\ hat he fpake, though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madncsjthefe’i fometh'mg in his foulc 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood, . 

And I doc doubt, the hatch and the difclofe f 

Wi!i be fome danger; which for to preuent, 

I hauc in quick determination 

Thus fet downe .•bcdhall withfpeed to England, 

For thrdemaund ofour ncgledfed tribute, 

Haply the fcas,and countries different. 

With variable obic£is,fhall expel! 

This fomething fetled matter in his hart, 

Whereon his braines ftill beating 
Puts him thus from faihion of himfelfe. 

What tinke you on't? 

Pol, It fliall doe well; 

But yet doe I belecue the origen and comenccment of it 
Sprung from ncgleftcd lone .• how now Ophelia ? 

You neede not tell vs what Lord Hamlet fzid t 
We heard it all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the play. 

Let his Qjcene-mother all alone intreate him 
To fhow his griefejet her be round wich him, 

And He be plac d(fo pleafe you )\n the care 
Of all their conference.-if fiic find him not. 

To England fend him:or confine him where 
Your wifedome beft fliall thinke. 

King. It fhall be fo, 

Madnes in great ones mud not vnmatcht goe. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet .and three of the Players . 

Ham. Speakc the fpeech I pray you as I pronoun’d it to you , trip- 
pingly on the tongue,but if you mouth it as many ofour Players do, 
I had a> hue the to vnecrycr fpoke my lincs.nor doe not faw chc aite 
too much with your hind thus, but vfe aflgenty.for in the very tor- 
rent tempeft, and as I may fay, whirl wind ofyoui palfi >n, you mud 
acquire and beget a temperance, that may giucii fmoochnefle , O it 
offends me to the foule, to hcarc a robuffious per wig- pa td fellowe 



Prince ofDe»marke. 

tere a paflion to totters 7 to very rags, to fpleet the earcs of the ground 
.. s f w ho for the molt part are capable of nothing but inexplicable 
dumbe fhewes,and noyfeil would hauc inch a fellow wbipt for ore- 
dooing Termagant,ic out Herods Herod,pray you auoydeit. 

P/ay. I warrant your honour. 

Ham, Be not too tame neither,, but let your own e diferetion bee 
our cuter, fine thea&tonto the word, the word to the action, with 
this fpeciall obferuancc , that yoapre-fteppe not the mpdefty of na- 
ture : For anything fo ore-doone, is from the purpofeof playing, 
w hofc end both at the firft , and now , was and is, to hold a.s. twere 
theMirrour vp to nature,: oihew vertuc her (eature;fcorue her own 
] ra a*c,and the very age and body of the time his forme and preflure.* 
Now thisouer-done, or come t^ady cfF,though it makes the vnskil- 
full laugh , cannot but makc^ iudicious greeue , the cerifurc of 
which one, mull in your allowance ore« weigh a whole Theater of o- 
thers. O there bee Players that 1 haue fecneplay , and heard others 
prayfd,and chat highly, not to l'pea^c it prophunely, that ncjther ba- 
iling th’accenc of Chrutians,. .^r^e-gatc ofC^riftian,-. Pagan, nor 
man, haue fo flrutted and bellowed ,*bat I hauc thought fome of Na- 
tures Ionrnemcn had made mcn^n^notmadc thcjnvvyclhthey iroitar 
ted humanity fo abominably. 

P lay. Ihopewchaue reform’d that indifferently,' with vsi 
Ha. O reforme it alcogb&sngwM 
fpcake no more then is fet dpwne/qr th^m^for Jufrfcf tli^n that 
will thcmfelucs laugh,to fet on fomequanc|;,y qfbapa^ite fpe<9ators 
to laugh to , though in the meant time , fome nty ftaryqueUion of 
the play be then to be confideicdithatsviliappui^fiid thevyes a molf 
pittifull ambition in the foolc that vfes it: gpe makc-yeu rcadjkMpyv 
now my Lord,will the King heare this £eece of yeorke:' . ,.y, vj ,/ x 

zi * -,i : lj ; 'v • •• itm I .• 1 

Enter Vo’ontus, Gty Uenft ertte, gnd Rofencraus. 

Pol. And the Qxieen’e to,and that prefently,. ' j . :n : » t 
Ham . Bid the Plaiers make haft.Wil you two help to batten than,, 
Rof. I my Lord „ Exeunt thofe two. 

Ham. What how ^Horatio. , . Enter Horatio, 

H ora. Heerefweete Lord,at your fcrtiice, 

nscremyeonuirfationcoptwi^htiil,^ ' 

V^Hora. Omy deete Lord. 

'> * Ham Nay 
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Nay, do not tliinke I flatter, 

Fen what aduanccment may T hope from thee 
That ti» teuenew haft but thy good fpirits 
To fcede iad cloathe tltec, why fhould the poore be fiattrtd ? 
• No, let the candied tongue lick oblurd pompe. 

And crooke the'pregnant hinges of the knee 
. Where thrift may follow fauning, dooft thotiheare, 
^Sintemy'deerc foule was miftrisofher choyce. 



Shathfeald thcefor herfclfe,for thou haft beene 
As one in fuffering all that fuffers nothing, 

A-inan’chac Foftunes buffets-and rewards 
Haft tane with equall thankes j and bleft are thofe 
Whole bloud and iudgenunt are fo 'well comedled. 
That they are hot a pipe for Fortunes finger 
To found what ftoppe flree pleafe : giue me that man 

TU»i id .'Z'riA T iwHI’wear/* “ 1 
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tend crubVndliW 



One feene of it comes ncere the circumftancc 
Which I hau^ told thee of my fathers death, 
f ftfethte wHeH thouteeft tfiatkfrafbo^^ ' ' 1 " ‘ 

Euen with the very 1 comment of tHy foule 
Obferuc my Vnde, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not itfelfc vnkbnhill in one fpeech. 

It is a damned Ghoft that wee haue feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy ; giue him hcedfull note 
For I mine eyes will riuet to his face. 

And after wee will both our iudgements ioyne 

In cenfure of his feem'ng. ■ ads bnA .vVA 

'Hera. Welt my LbfiL !K ‘ ( l( w - m »* «' m,G ‘ 1 

Ifa ftcale ought the whilft this play is playing 
And fcape dete6Fed,TvriIl pay the theft. 



Illl3 4 



inod J: 



Enter trumiett l dnd^Mtt>'rur^?hes t kiH'r ) Q^ede\ 

C Poloni is f '•^Ophelia. 

H am. They are comming to the play; I muft be idle. 



Get 



Prime efDtiMtfh. 

^Vi»r *How fares out coufin Hamlet ? 

Excellent yfaith. 

of the Camelion* difti,! eatc the ayre, 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord. ' 

3 g °° d Aa ° r ' 

^'iSenaa was kild i’th Capital!, 

was a brute part of him to kill fo Capitall a calfe there. 

Be the Players ready* 

RoC. I my Lord, they flay vpon yourpatience. 

Ger Come hether my deare Hamlet y\t by me. 

Ham. No good mother hcere’s mettle more atwa&iue. 

Tel. O, oh, doe you matke that. - , . 

H am. Lady /hall Hie in your lap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. . 

H am . Doe you thinke I meant country matters? 

Ophe. I thinke nothing my Lord. , 

Ham. That's a faire thoughtto lye betweene maydes legs. 

Ophe. What is my Lord? 

H am. Nothing. 

Ophe . You are merry my Lord. 

H am. Who I? 

H am. O God’.your onely Iigge-maker,what fliould a man do but 
be merry, for looke you how cheerfully my Mother lookes, and my 
father died within s two howres, 

Ophe. Nay,tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham, So long,nay then let the diueli wearc blacke,for Tie haue a 
futcoffable$;Oheauens,die two months ago.and not forgotten yet, 
then there’s hope a great mansmemory may out^iuc his litehalfca 
yeare, but ber Lady a muft build Churches then, or elfc lhail am cr 
not thinking on , with the Hobby-horfcawho fc Epi taph is^tor O, ot 
0,thc hobby-horic is forgot. 

H SC^p Entir 
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The Trumpets found. Dumb? _fhon> foltowes. 

Enter a King and a Queene,the Queene embracing him, and he her he 
takes her vp,and declines his head vppon her necke,he Ifss him downe up, 
pots a bancke of flowers, (he fleeing him a JleepeJeaues him : anon comes m 
an otherm.pi, takes off brs crow ne, kjffcs it. pours poyf&n in thefle e p er - s 
cares, and leaves him: the Queene retumes, finds the King dead, makes 
pafjtonate atlionjbe pay [oner with fim't three dr (cure Comes in a^aine, 
feeme to condole with her, the dead body ts darned away fhe poifoner woes 
the Queene with gifts, flee- fleemes barfh awhile flat in the end accepts loue. 

Oph. What meanes this my Lord ? - - - . 

Ham.- Marry tis munching Malltco, it meanes mifehiefe. 

' Oph. Belike thisftiovv irrrportsthe argument of the play. 1 

Ham. We (hall know by this fellow, Enter prologue. 

The players cannot keepe they’le tell all. 

Ophe. Will a tell us what this (how meant f 

Ham. I orany fhowthst you wiil fliow him, be not you afliam’d 
to fhow heele not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You arc naught, you arenaught, llemarke theplay, 

Prologue , For vs and (or our Tragedie, 

Hecre (looping to your clcmeflcicj 
We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. 3s this a Prologue or the pofie of a ting ? 

Ophe. Tis breefemy Lord. 

H am. As womans loue. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cartgone round 
JVeptunes fait wadi, and T situs orb'd the ground. 

And thirty dofen moones with borrowed fheene 
About the world haue times twehle thirties been e 
Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuall in moft facred bands, 

Q ttee. So many iouraeycs may the Sunne and Moonc 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue bee doone, 

But woe is me you are To ficke of late. 

So fjirre from cneere, and from your former date, 

That I diftruft you, yet though I diftruft, 

Difcorafort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

CaI 



Prime of Demarke . . • 

For wetnen feare too much,euen as they loue, 

- And womens feare and loue hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought,or in extremity, 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath made yon know, 

And as my loue is ciz’(f,my feare is fo, ? . < 

Where loue is great,the litleft doubts are feare. 

Where little feares grow great,grcat loue growes there. 

King. Faith I muft leaue thee loue.and fhorcly to, . n 

Jdy operant powers then fun&ions leaue tpdr. 

And thou (halt liue in this fare world behind, 

Honord,belou’d,and haply one as kind, 

For husband (halt thou. 

Quee. O confound-the reft. , : • •. 

Such loue mull needes be treafon in my bred, 

lnfecond husband let me be accurft, / ,, .. , , . , 

None wed the fecond, but who kild the firft. Hayn. That s 

The mftances that fecond mar riage moue . yN wormwood. 

Are bale refpeib of thrift.but none of loue, 

A fecondtime I kill my husband dead, 

When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King, I doe beleeue you thinke what now you fpeake. 

But what we doe determine, oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flaue to memory. 

Of violcn t-birt h,but poore v ah dicy. 

Which now the fruite vnripe Ricks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhak.en when they mellow bee. 

Moft neceflary tis that we forget 

To pay ourfelucs what to our felues is debt. 

What to our felues in paflion we propofe. 

The paflion ending, doth the purpofe lole. 

The violence of eicher,griefe, or ioy. 

Their owne enna&ures with themfelues deftroy, 

Where ioy moft reucl.s,griefe doth moft lament, 

Greefe ioy ,ioy griefes,on flendcr accedent. 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange, 

Thatcuen ourloues fhould with our fortunes change, 

For tis a queftion left vs yet to prone. 

Whether loue lead forcune,or,c'fefortunelouc. - •' ,-V 

The great man downe, you markc his fauourite flies, 

H i the 





r 

7 be Tragedy of Hamlet 

The poore aduanced makes friends of enemies. 

And hethcrtoo doth louc on fortune'tend. 

For who not needs, (hall nener lacke a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

DircdUy feafons him his cnemie. 

But orderly to end where I begunne, 

Our willes and fates doe fo contrary mnne. 

That our dcuiccs ftill are ouerthro wne. 

Our thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our ow ne. 

So thinkc thou wilt no feednd husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts when thy full Lord is dead. 

Qwe.Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heauen light. 

Sport and rcpofelock fro.m raeeday 1 and night. 

To defperation turnemy truft and hope, 

And Anchors cheere in pri/on be my fcope. 

Each oppofite that blanckes the face of ioy, 

Meetc what I would haue well, and it dettroy. 

Both heerc and hence purfue me lafting ffrife, H am. If Hie fhould 
Ifoncelbeea widdow, euerlbeaw'ife. breakeitnow 

King. Tisdecpelyfworne,fwcetleauemeehearea while. 

My fpirits grow dull and faine I would beguyle 
The tedious day with fleepe, 

Quee. Sleepe rock thy braine. 

And neuer come mifchancc betwixt vs twahe. Exeunt. 

Hint, Maddam, how like you this play? 

Quee. The Lady doth protefl too much me thinkes. 

H am. O but fhee’lekeepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the argument? is there no offence in’t? 

H am. No.no.rhey do but icfhpoyfon in i eft, no offence i th world- 

King . What do you call the play ?’ 

Warn. The Mouletrap.mary how tropically, this play is the linage 
ofamurther done \nVtenna, Gon&ago\s the Dukes name , his wife 
Haptifla, you fhall fee anone. tis a knauifh peece of worke,but what 
of that ? your maidly and we fhall haue free foules,it touenes vs not, 
let thegauled lade winch,our withers are vnwrung. This is ouc Lh- 
etanusy Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianus. 

Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your loue . 




Tritice ef Ver rn& rle. 

YUm U would coft you a groningto take off mine edge. 

°jt t^S^^usbanda. BeglnneWthe^ .«ue 

lhy enable facet and begin, come.the etokmgRauen doth bel- 

"Thought, black, hands apt, drngges fit. and time agreeing, 
ronfidcrat fealon els no creature leerng, 

Sou mixture rancke, of midnight weeds collected, 

With Hecats ban thrice blafted, thrice infe&ed, 

Thv naturaUmagicke, and di. e property, * 

*L fior/is extant and written in very choice Italian, you fhall fee 
inon* howThe murtherer gets the louc of Ctn^agoes wife. 

Oph. The King rifes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

IV. Giue ore the play. 

Ham. Why let the ftroken deerc goe weepc. 

The Hart vngauled play, 

iW "yW ft and a forteft offea- 

le“s There* of mv fortunes tnrne Tutke with me, w.lhproumc.- 
aU XofeSjon my tao’d fhooes.get me a fellowlhigin a city ofpiayets ? 
Hora. Halfe a fhare. 

Ham, A whole one I. 

For thou doftknow oh Damon ueete 
This Regime dimantled was 
Of lone himfelfe, and now raignes neere 
Avery very paiovk. # 

H ora. You might haucrim <1. ^ - , ** 

H am. Ogood Horatio, tie take the Ghofts word tor a thoufand 

pound. Didftperceaue? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Haw Vppon the talke of the poyfoning. 

Hora, I did very well note him. 

1 H j H am. 
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T he T r.igedte o/Hamlet 

Ah ha,come fome mufique,com the Recorders, 

Tor if the King like not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

Come, fome mufique, 

Enter Rofencr ms : Guy Men ft erne, 

Guy l Gooi my Lord,voutfafe me a vvord with you. 

H am. Sir a whole hiftory. 

guy. ThcKingfir* * ** ] n: \ ; 

Ham. 1 fir, what of him? 

Guyl. Is in his retirement meruailous diftempred. 

H a n. With drinke fir? 

Guyl. Nomylord,vvithcholler, 

\ • H am. Your wifedome fhould fhew it fclfe more richer tofignifie 
this to the Doftor,for,for me to put him to his purgation, would per- 
haps plunge him into morecholler. 

guyl . Good my Lord put ycur difeourfe into fome frame. 

And (larc not fo wildly from my affaire. 

Warn, I am tame fir, pronounce. 

GuiL The Qneene your mother in mod great affli&ion of fpirit, 
hath fent me to you, 

Ham . You are welcome. 

Gutl Nay good my Lord, this curtefie is not of the right breed, if 
itfhall pleafe you to make me a wholforne aunfwer., I will doeyour 
mothers commaundement, if not, your patdon and my rcturne, fhall 
be the end of bufines. 

Ham, Sir I cannot. 

Rdf, What my Lord. 

H am. Make you a whoifome anfwer, my wits difeafd,but fir,fuch 
a*ifwere as I can make,you fhall eommaund,or rather as you fav, my 
mother, therefore no morc,but to the matter, my mother you fay. I 

Rof. Then thus fhe faies, your behauiour hath firooke her into a- 
mazementand admiration. 

H am, O vvonderfull fonne that can fo (tonifh a mother! but is 
there no fequdl at the heeles of this mothers admiration^ impart. 

Rof She defires to lpeake with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 

H<*jw.We (hall obey, were (he ten times our mother, haue you any 
further trade with vs? 

Rof my Lord you once did loue me. 

H am. And doe (till by thefe pickers and dealers. 






* 



Tyince of Venm&rke. 

o r Good my Lord, whatisyourcaufeofdiftemper.youdofurt. 
Jy barre the doore vpon your ownc liberty, ifyou deny your grictes 
to your friend. 

Ham. Sirllackcaduanccment. 

R 0 f. How can that be when you haue the voyce of the King hmi- 
fcife lo r y our fuccefsion inDenm.rk'e. 

Enter the Players vettbRcc orders. 

Warn, I fir, but while the grafle gravies, the prouerbe is fometlung 
wu ft v oh the Recorders, let me fee one,to withdraw with you, why 
do you goe about to tecouct the wind of me, as if you would drme 

me into a toy le? . . 

Guyl O my lord if my duty be too bold,my lone is too vnmanerly. 

tW I do not well vndeifiand that, will you play vpon this pipe ? 
Guyl. My Lord I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guyl. Belecue me I cannot. 

H am. Ibefcech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch of it my Lord, , 

H4w.It is as eafie as lying •, gouerne thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers, and the thumb giue it breath with yourmouth, and it will dil- 
courfe moft eloquent mufique, looke you, thefe are the ftoppes. 
guyl. But thefe cannot I commaund to any vtrance of harmome, 

Ihaue not the fkill. , r 

Ham. Why looke you now ho w vnworthy a thing you make or 
me, you would play vpon me, you would feeme to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the hart of my mitterie , you would found mce 
from my lowefl note to my compafle, and there is much mnliq ui cx- 
cellet voice in this little organ, yet cannot you make it fpeak, 
doyouthinke I ameafier to be plaid on then a pipe, call me what in- 
ftrurmnt vou wil, though you fret me. no:, you cannot play vpon me. 
God blefle you fir. 

Enter \?olbmus. 

P ol. My Lord the Qucene wou'd fpeake with you, & prcfently. 
H am. Do you fee yonder cloud that’s almoft in fhape QfaCamcl ? 
P ol, By’th malft and tislike a Camell indeede, 

H am. Me thinkes it is like a Wezcll, k 

*Po/. It ts black like a Wczell. 

H am. Or like aWtiale. 

‘ZV. Very like a Whale. 



H,rw. Then 




The trtgtdie 

Then I will come to my mother by and by, 

They foo’.c me to the top of my bent,! will come by and by, 
Leauemc friends. 

I will, fay { 9 . By and by is eafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night. 

When Churchyards yawne.and hell it felfc breakes out 
Contagion to this world : now could 1 drinke hote blood. 
And doe fuel* bufinefle as the bitter day 
Would quake to looke on : toftjnow to my mother, 

0 hart loofc not thy nature! let not cuer. 

The foule of Nero enter this firme bofomc! 

Let mebccruell,notvnnaturall, 

1 will ipeake dagger to her,but vfc none. 

My tongue and foulc in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeuer (he be fhent, 

To giue them fcalcs neuer my foule conlent. 

Enter King, Rofeneraus ,, and Guy Idenfl erne. 
King. I like him not, nor hands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnefle range, therefore prepare you, 

I yourcommiffion will forth-with diipatch. 

And he to England fhall along with you, 

The termes of our eftate may not cn'dure 
Hazerd fo neer’s as doth hourcly grow. 

Out of his browes. 

Guy l . We will our felues prouide, 

Moft holy and religious feare it is 
To keepe thofc many many bodies fafe 
That liue and feed vpon yourMaiefty. 

Rof. The finglc and peculier life is bound. 

With all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
T o keepe it felfc from noyance,but much more 
That fpirit,vpon whofe weale depends and reft* 

The hues of many, the cefle of Maiefty 
Dies not alone; but like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neercit,Aith it,orit is a maflie wheelc 
Fixt on the fomnet of the higheft mount. 

To whofe hugh fpokcs.tenn thoufaod lcfllr things 
Are mortcift and adioynd, which when it falls. 



Exit, 
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Trittte of T>e temurhc . 

Fach fmall annexmcnc.pety confcquenca 
Attends the boyftrous raine,ncuet alone 
Did the King figh,but a general l growne. 

X;»£.Arme you I pray you to this fpcedy yoiagc, 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Rof. We will haft vs* 

Enter Volonitts. 

Tol. My Lord.he’s going to his mothers elofet, 

Behind the Arras I’leconuay my felfe 

To here the profleffc.l’le warrant ftiee’le tax him home. 
And as you faid, and wifely was it fayd, 

Tis meete that fomc more audience then a mother. 
Since nature makes them partialhfoould ore-heare 
The fpeech ofvancagc;fare you well my Leige, 

Tie call vpon you crc you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I know. 

King. ThankesdeeremyLord. 

0 roy offence is rancke.it fmcls to heauen. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe vppont, 

A brothers murther, pray can 1 not. 

Though inclination be as fliarp as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my Ifronge entent. 

And like a man to double bufines bound, 

1 ftand in paufe where I fnallfirft beginne. 

And both negleff : what ifthiscurfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood. 

Is there not raine enough in the fwee> e Heauens 
To wafli it white as fnowV whereto (erues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offence? 

And what’s in prai cr but this two-fold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

©r pardon being downe,then f Ic looke vp. 

My faults is pa^,buc ohlwhat forme of prayer 
Can ferue my turnefforgiue me my foule murther; 

That cannot be finec 1 am ftill pofleft 
Ofthofe affeffs for which I did the murther; 

My Ctowne,mine ownc ambition, and my Qticene; 



Exeunt Gent. 
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*jh Ttiigtd? o/Haralet 

May one be pardoned and retains th’offcnce? 

In the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offences guided hand may fliovv by iuftice. 

And oft tis Icc.-.c the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the 1 iw.but tis not fo aboue; 

There is no (hutting, there the a&ion lies 
In his true nature, and weourfelues compcld 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To giue in cuidence: what then, what refts ? 

Try what repentance can, what can it not, 

Yet what can ic,vvhen one cannot repent? 

O wretched ftate,0 bofomc blacke as death, 

0 limed foule,that ftruggling to be free, 
Artmoreingaged ! belpe Angles make affay, 

Bow ftubborneknees-and hart with (kings of fteele,. 

Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe, 

All maybe well. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Haw. Now might I doe it, but now a is a praying, 
And now lie doo't, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fo am I reuendge,chat would be fcand 
A villainc kills my father, and for that, 

1 his foie fonne,doe this fame villainc fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafeand filly.—— — notreuendge, 

A tookemy father grofely.full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad b!owne,as flufli as May, 

And how his audit ftands who knowes fauc heauen,.. 

But in out circumftance and courfe of thought, 

Tis heauy with him: and am 1 then reuendged 
To take him in the purging o f his foule. 

When he is fit and fcafoned for his paffage? 

No, 

Vp fword,and know thou a more horrid hent,. 

When he is drunke,a flcepe,or in his rage, 

Otin th’inceftious pleafure of his bed. 

At game, a fwearing,or about fbme a6f 
Tha; has.no reli fix otfaluacion in t. 

Then, 
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Trinie of Demttrh, 

Then trip him that his heele mas kick at heauen, 

And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes ; my mother ftaies. 

This phificke but prolongs thy fickly dates, _ Ex*. 

King. My words fly Y P ,my thoughts rcmaine below 
Words without thoughts ncuer to heauen goc. Exit . 

Enter Gertrard and Polcnius , 

Polo. A will come ftraitjooke you lay home to him. 

Tell him his prancks haue beenc too broad to bcarc with. 

And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood between® 

Much heatc and him, He filence me euen heere. 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ger. IIewaiteyou,fearemenot, 

With-draw,Iheare him comming. 

H am. Now mother,what*s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet jhou haft thy fath cr much offended. 

H am, Mother you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwet with an idle tongue, 

H am. Goe goe,you queftion with a wicked tongue, 

Ger. Why how now H amleti 
Ham. What’s the matter now? , 

Ger. Haue you fotgot me? 

H am. No by the rood not fo. 

You arc the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 

And would it were not fo,you arc my mother. 

Ger. Nay then He fet thole to you that can fpcakc. 

Ham , Come.come.and fit you downe,you fhall not boudge. 
You goc not till I fet you vp a glaffe 
Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

ger. Whatwilcthou doe, thou wilt not murther met? 

Hclpe hoe, * 

Polo, What hoe helpe. 

H am. How now, a Rat, dead for a Duckat,dead, 

'Pol. Olamflaine. : ' 

Gor. O me, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Nay I know not,is it the King? 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ger O what a ralh and bloody deede is this. 

Ham A bloody deede, almoft as bad good mother 

As kill a'King, and marry with his brother, 

Gcr As kill a King. 

Ham. 1 Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched , rafh, intruding foole farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou find ft to bee too bufic is fomc danger. 

Leaue wringing of your hands , peace fit you downer 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I lhall 
Jr it be made'ofpenetrable ftuffe. 

If damned cuftome haue nor braid it fo, 

That it be proofc and bulwark againft fence. 

Cjer. What haue I done, that thou dar ft wagge thy tongue 
In noyfc fo rude againft me ? - . 

Ham. Such an aft 

That blurres the grace and bluftiof modefly, 

Calls vertue hipocrit, takes of the Rofc 

From the faire forhead of an innocent Ioue, ■' " 

And fets a blifter there, makes mariagevowes * , 

As falfe as dicers oathes. Oh fuch a deed! 

As from the body of contraftion pluckes 

The very foulcrand fvveet religion makes 

A rapfody of words ; heauens face dooes glow 

Ore this folidiry and compound maffe | 

With'heated vifage,as againft the dooms 

Is thought-fick at the aft . 

Quee, Ay me what aft? 

H am. That roarcs fo low’de and thunders in the Index, 
Looke here vpon this Pifture, and on this. 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on his browe, 

Hiperions curies, the front of Ioue him-felfe. 

An eye like Mars, to threten and command, 

A Ration like the herald Mercury , 

New lighted on a heaue,a kisfing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed^ 

Where eucry God didfeeme to fet his feale 
To giuc the yvorld alTurance of a man. 
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Trrnce of Denmarkei . , : 

T u: s was your husband, looke you now what follcwes, 
Itr'is your husband like a mildewed eate. 

King his wbolefome brother :haue you eyes? 

Kd you on this faire mountainc leaue to feede, 

K barton on thisMoore ; ha, haue-you eyes r 

You cannot call it Ioue, for at your age 

The heyday in the blood is tamc,it s humble. 

And waitcs y vpon the judgement, and what mdgemenc 

Would ftcP flom this to this ' fcnCe , furC r 
pi, c0U ld you not haue motion, but fure that fence 

I, appopkxt, for macli)etfe would not erre 

M 0 rfen c toextacie was neere fo thral d 

■Rut it referu’d fome quantity of choyce 

Toferueinfuch a difference. What diuell waft 

That thus hath cofond you at hodman-bhnd ? , f 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmcllmg fance »U, 

Or but a fickly part ofonc true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhamc! where is thy blufti ? 

Rebellious hell, d 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones. 

To flaming youth, let vertuebe as wax 

And melt in her owne fire,proclaime no lhame 

When the compulfiuc ardure giues the charge. 

Since froft it felfe asaftiucly doth buine, 

And reafon pardons will. 

Ger. O Ham/et fpeake no more, 

Thou turn’ftmy very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch black and gtecued fpots 
As will leaue there their tin’ft. 

Ham. Nay but to Hue 
In theranckefweatofan inccftuous bed 
Stewed in corruption, honying and making ioue 
Ouer the nafty ftie. 

Ger . O fpeake to mee no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in my eares, 
Nomcrefweet Ham/et. 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine, 

A flaue that is not twentith part the kytli 
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The Trugedie tf/'Harnlcif 

Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A cut-put fe of the Empire arid the rule. 

That from a fhelfe die precious Diadem ft ole 
Andputicin hispockcr. 

Enter Cjhefi. ; . • ; v . p - ’ , 

Haw. A King of fhreds and patches, 

Sauc me and houer ore me with your Wings 

You heauenly gafds : what would your gratious figure? 

Cer. A! afle hec’s mstdj ’ - I - . 

H am. Doc yoticfiot comc your tardy fonne to chide, 
Thatlap’ftiri time and paffionlets goc by 
Th’ important a&ingof your dread command.Ofay! 

Gbcjl. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But locke, amazement oh* thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her,and her fighing foule! 

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft workes, 

Spcakc to her Hamlet. 

H am. How is ife with yon Lady? ■ 

(jtr. Alafle how i'ft with you? 

That you doe bend your eye on vacancy. 

And with th’incorporall ayre doe hold difeourfe, 

Foorth at your eyes your fpirrits wildly peep, 

And as the deeping fouldiers in th’alarine, 

Your beaded hairc like life in excrements 
Starts vp and Rands an end:Q gentle fonne! 

Vpon the hcatc and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinckle code patience, where on doe you looke? 

Ham. On hira.on hirn 3 !ooke youhow pale he glares. 

His forme and caufc conioyned, preaching to ftoncs 
Would make them capable,doc not looke vpon me, 

Lead with this pittious a&ion you conuert 
My ftearne effe£fs,then what 1 haue to doe 
Willwant true collour.teares perchance for blood* 

Ger, To wbome cine you fpenkethis? 

H am, Docyou fee nothing there? 

Cjer. Nothing at all,yet all that is there I fee. 

Warn. Nor did you nothing heatc? 

Ger. No nothing but our felues.' 

" b Ham, 
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Ty/nce cf Devmayke. 

Uam, Why looke you thcre ; looke how it ftcales away, 

Mv fatherin his habit as he liuc’d, 

Looke where he goes,cuen now out at the portall. Exit Ubtjt, 

Ger. This is the very coynagcofyour braine. 

This bodilefle creatior^cxtacy is very cunning in 

Ham, My pulfc as yours doth tcmpcratly kcepetime, 

^nd makes ashealthfull muficke,it is not madneffe 
That I hauc vttred,bring me to the teft, 

Aad the matter will re word,which madneffe 
Would gambolc from.Mother for louc of grace. 

Lay not that flattering vrf&ion to your foule 
That not your trelpaffe but my madneffe fpcakci. 

It will but skin and filme the vlcerous place,.; . 

Whiles rancke corruption mining all within 
Infers vnfeeneiconfcfle your felfc to heauen, 

Repent what’s paft,auoyd what is to come, y 

And doe not fpread the compofton the wcedes 
To make them rancker.forgiuc me this my vertue. 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertuc it fclfe of vice mull pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooefor lcauc todoc him good, . , 

Qer. O ^Weflthou haft cleft my hart in tvyainCi . 

Ham. O throw away the worftrpartofit. 

And leaue the purer with the other halfe, ^ 

Good night,but goe not tomy Vndes bed, 

Aflumea vertuc ifyouhaue it not, ,,, r diA 

That monfler cuftome,who all fence doth cate. , o . sr ,-{’•/* 

Ofhabits deuill,is angcll yet in this 
That tothe vfe of atftions faire and good, 

He like wife giues a frocke or Ltuery 
That aptly is put critorcfraine might. 

And that {hall lend a kind of eafiues 
To the next abftinence ( the next more eafie: 

For vfe almoft can change the ftamp of nature, 

And Maiftcr the diuell.or throw him out 
With wonderous potency .• once more good night. 

And when you arc defirous to be bleft, 
lie blefling beg of you,for this fame Lord 
I doe repent bm heauen hath pleafid it fo 
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The Trbgeduof llmXtt 

To punifb me with this, -and this with me. 

That I mult be their fcourge and tninifter, 

i will bellow him and will anfwcr well 

The death I gaue him ; fo againe good night 

1 muft be ciuellonely tobe kinde, 

This bad bcginncs.and worferemaincs behind. 

One word more gdod Lady 
G er. What (hall I dot? < 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that 1 bid you doe, 

Let the bio wt King tcmp’c you againe to bed, 

Pinch wanton onyourc'beeke,cailyouhis Mouie, 

And let him for a paite ofreechy kifles, _ 

Or padling in your necke with his damn d fingers. 

Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That 1 eflentially am not in madnelTe, 

But mad in craft/ were good you let h<m know. 

For who that’s bat a C^een^jfaire,fobcr,\vifc> 

Would from a paddack .frdm a bat,, a gib. 

Such deare concerning* hide, who would doe »o, 

No, in difpight offence andfecrecy, 

Vnpeo the basket on the houfes top £ 

Let the bird s fly ,and Tfttf the famous Ape, 

To try conclufions in the basket creepe. 

And breake your ownc necke downe. 

Gtr. Be thou allur'd, if words be made of breath. 

And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft fayd to me. 

Ham. I mu ft to England, you know that, 

Ger. Alacke I had forgot. 

Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham. Ther’s letters feald,and my pwoSchoolefellowcs, 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang'd, 

They beat'C the mandat, they muff fwcepe my way 

And marfhall me to knauery : let it worke,. • - 

For tis the fport to haue the enginer 
Hoift with his owne peiar.an t llaall goehard 

But I will delue one y ard belowe their mines, 

And blow them at the Moone ; O tis moft fweete 
When in one line two crafts dire£Uy mccte, 





Print* of Denmark*, 

This man fhall fet me packing, 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome; 

Mother good night indeed, this Counfayler 
]s now moft ftill.moft fecret.and moft graue. 

Who was in life a moft foolifh prating knaue. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with yon. 

Good night mother. Exit. 

vbod n nd out /si ruo mid ?* 5 ^ i 

Enter King,and Queene,with Rofencraus 
and Cjyldenfierne. 

King. There’s matter in thefefigher.thefe profound heaues. 
You muft tranflate.tis fit we vnderftand them. 

Where is your fonne? 

Gert. Be flow this place on vs a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord,what haue I feene to night? 

King What G'ertradyhovj dooes Hamlet} 

Qert . Mad as the feaand wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlefle fit, 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing ftirre. 

Whips out his Rapier, cryeis a Rat,a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The vnfeene good old man. 

King, Oheauydeed! 

It had bcenefo with vs had we beene there, 

His liberty is full of threates to all, 

T o you your felfe.to vs, to cuery one, 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deede be anfwer’d? 

It will be Iayd to vs.whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhor^reftraindjand out of haunt 
This mad young man;but fo much was our loue. 

We would not vnderftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of a foule difeafe 
Tokeepe it from divulging let it feede 
Euen on the pith of life : where is he gone? 

Gert. T o draw apart the body he hath kild. 

Ore whom, his very madneffe like fome ore 
Among a mineral! of mortals bafe, 

Showes it felfe pure, a weepes for what is done. 

Kmg , G ertraJ, com away, 

The 
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The Tragedy of\h mlet 

ThcSunne no fooncr ffiall the rr.ountaines touch. 

But wee will Avppe him hence, and this vile deede 

Wee mud with all our Maiefly and Hull ! Enter Rof.& GuyU., 

Both countenance and excufc. Ho Gay Idenft erne. 

Friends both, goc ioyne you with fornc further ayde, 

Hamlet in madnes hath Tp/omut flame. 

And from his mothers eloffet hath hee drag’d him, 

Goe fecke him out fpeake fay re and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ;;.I pray you haft in this. 

Come CJertrard, wee'le call vp our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what wee meane to do 
And whats vntimely done, - 

Whofc whilper ore the worlds Diameter* 

Asleuell as the Cannon to his blanck, 

Tranfports his poyfncd fhot, may miflfe our name. 

And hit the wound'effe ayre ,0 come away, 

My foulc is full of difeord and dilmay. Exeunt, 

EnterHamlet, Rofencraus and others. 

Hem. Safely flow'd, but foftly, what noyfe, who calls on H emletl 
Oheere they come. 

Rof. What haue you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft whereto it is kin. 

Rof. Tell vs where tis that wee may take it thence. 

And beare it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Donotbelecue it. 

R of Belccue what ? 

Ham. That 1 can keepc your counfaile and not mine owne,bc(id« 
to be dematmded of a fpungc , what replication fnouldbemadc by 
the fonne of a King. 

R 0 f Take you me for a fpunge my Lord? 

Ham. I fir, that fokes vp the Kings countenance, his rewards,hi« 
authorities, but fuch Officers do the King befl feruice in the end, he 
keepesthem like an apple in the corner ofhis iaw,firft mouth’d tube 
lafi wallowed, when he needs what you haue gleand,it is but fquee* 
fingyou, and fpungc you ffiall be dry againe. 

R of. I vnderftand you not my Lord. 

Ham. I am glad ofit,a knauifh fpecch fleepes in a foolifti care. 

R 0 f My Lord, you muft tell vs where the body is, and go with tj 
to the King, .... 



Trial* efDeamrfo. 

Ham, The body is with the King , but the King is Hot with the 
body. The King is a thing. 

Guyl. A thing my Lord. 

Ham, Of notning, bring me to him. Exeunt. 

Enter King,andtwo or three. 

Ring. I haue fent to feeke him,and to find the body. 

How dangerous is it thatthis man goes loofe. 

Ye: muft not we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hee's lou’d of the diftra&ed multitude. 

Who like not in their iudgcment,but their eyes. 

And where tis fo,th offenders fcourge is wayed 
But neuer the offence : to beare all fmooth and cuen, 

This/uddaine fending him away muft feerae 
Deliberate paufe,difeafes defperate growne, 

Bydefperate applyancearc relicu’d 

Or not at all, ~i ••• 

Enter Rofencraus and at the reft. 

King. How now, what bath bcfalnc? 

Rof. Where the dead body is beftowd my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 

Ktng. But where is he? ^adjomvM 

Ref. Without my Lord, guarded to know yourplcafure. 

Kidg. Bring him before vs. 

Rof. Hoe,bringinthcLord. They Enter. 

King. Now Hamlet, where’s Toloniail 

Ham. At (upper. 

King, At fupper where. 

H am. Not where he eates,but where a is eaten,a certaine conua* 
cation of politique wormes are ecn at him : your worme is youronly 
Empcrourfor dyet, we far all creatures clfe to fat vs, and we fat our 
felues for maggots, your fat King and your leane beggeris but varia. 
ble feruicc.two diftie* but to one cable, that's the end. 

King, Alaffr.alaffe. . 

H am. A man may filh with the worme that hath eatc of a King, 
cate of the fifh that hath fedde o? that worme. 

King, What doft thou meane by this? 

Nothing but to Ihew you how a King may go * pregreffe 

K a through 




The Tragedy of Hamlet 

through the guttes of a begger. 

King. Where is P oloniusl 

H am. In hcaueiv fend thether to fee, if your melTcnger find him 
not tberCvieckc him i'th other.plate your felfe,but if indeed you find 
him not within this month, you fhsll nofehim as you goevppethe 

ftayres into the Lobby. 

King, Goefteke him there 
Warn. A will fiay till you come. 

King, s Warn let this deede for thine efpeciall fafety 
Which wee do tender, as wee deerely greeuc 
For that which thou haft done, muft feud thee hence s 
Therefore prepare thy felfe. 

The barke is ready, and the wind at helpe, 

Th’aflotiats tend, and euerythingis bent 
For England. 

Ham- For England 
King. I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. ^ 

King. So is it if thou kflew’ft our purpofes. 

Ham. I lee a Cherub that lies them, but come for England, 
Farewell deere mother. 

King. Thy louing father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife,. 

Man and wife is one fltlh, fo my mother r 
Come for England, Exit- 

Yling. Follow him at foote, 

Tempt him with fpcede abourd. 

Delay it not, lie haue him hence to night. 

Away, forcuery thing is feald and done 
That els teanes on the affaire, pray you make haft. 

And Snglandifmy loue thou hold’ft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may gkicehee fence, 

5i«oe yet*hy Cicatrice lookes raw and red. 

After the DaniSfii fword, and thy freec awe 
Payes homage to vs, thou maift not coldly fee 
Our fauer aigrve procefle, which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that effedfc 
The prefent death of Hamlet) do it England, 

For like the Hectique in my blood hce rages , 



And 



Prince of Vettmarke. 

. n j t hou muft cure me till 1 know tis done. 
How ere my haps, my ioyes will nere begtnne 



Exit. 



v ..ter Fortinbrafe with his Armte otter the Stage. 

P ytin Goe Captain e, from mee gieet the DamftiXing, 
fell him,’ that by his lyccncc Fortinbrafe 
^ranes the conu eyance of a promil d march 
liter his kmgdome, you know the rendezuous, 

'f that his maiefty would ought with vs, 

[vee (hall exprefie our duty in his eye, 

kmi let him know fo. 

Caf. I will doo’t my Lord. 

Fortin. Goefoftlyon. 

Enter Hamlet 9 Rofencraus, 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thefe? 

Cap. The are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propofd fir 1 pray you ? 

Cap. Aainft fome part of Poland. 

Ham Who commands them hr f 

Cap The Nephew to old Norway , Fortinbrafe. 

Ham. Goes it againft the mainc of Poland fv? 
Orforfomefrontire? 

Cap. Truely to fpeake, and with no addition. 

We goe to ga ; ne a little patch of ground 

That hath in it no profit but the name 

To pay fiuc duckets, fiue I would not farme it. 

Nor willityccld to Norway or the Vole 
Aranckerrate,{hould it bee Ibuld in fee. 

Ham . Why then the Pollacks neuer will defend it. 

Cap. Yesitisalieadyganfond. , 

Ham- Two thoufand foulss and twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the queftion of .this ftraw, 

This is th impoftumeot much wealth and peafe, . 

That inward breakes and flhewes no caufc w ithout 
Why the man dies .1 humbly thanke you fir. 

Cap. God buy you fir. I 

Rc/i Wil tpleafcyou goerny Lord? ~ 

H am. Hebe with you ftraight, goe a 1 ir tic before 
How alloccafions do informe againft mce, 

- r ^ 
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The Trttgedie of IhxrAct 

And ipur my dull rcuenge. What is a man 
It his chiefc good and market of his time 
Be bat to fleepe and feed.a beaft,no more.* 

Sure he that made vs with fuh large dilcotjrfe 
Looking before and aftcr.gauevs not 
That capability and God-likcreafon 
To full in vs vnufd,now whether it be 
Beftiallobliuion.ot fotr.e crauen fcruple 
Of thinking too prccifely on rh*euenr, 

A thought which quartered hath but one part wifdome, 
And cuertlirce parts coward.Idoe not know 
Why yet I liue to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith 1 hjuecaufe,and wil and flvength,and meanes 
To doo’t; examples groffc as earth exhort me, 

Witncs tius Army of fuch mafle and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with diuine ambition pnft. 

Makes mouthes at the inuifiblc euent, 

Expofing what is mortal),and vnfure. 

To all that fortune, death and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-fhcll. Rightly to be great, 

Is not to fiirrc without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrellin a lira w 
When honour’s at the flake. How ftand I then 
That hauc a father kild,a mother flaind, 
Excytementsofmy rcafon.and my blood. 

And let all fleepe, while to my fhame I fee 
The iminent death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantalie and tricke of fame 
Goe to their graucs like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe. 

Which is nottombe enough and continent 
To hide the flaine.O from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 

EnterMiorattOyGertrard^and a gentleman, 

Qteee. I will not fpcakewith her, 

* Gsn. She is importunat, 

Indeed diftra£t,hcr moodc will ncedcs beptttied. 

QtfCe. 
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Prince cfVertn/trko* 

Qttee. What wculd fhe hauc f 

Gent. ,She fpeakes much of her father, fayes fhee hearts 
There’s tricks i’th world, and hems, and beats her heart, 

Spurnes enuioufly at flrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfc fence, her i'peech is nothing. 

Yet the vnfhapcd vfc of it doth mouc 
The hearers to colle&ion, they yawne at it, 

And botch the words vp fit to their ownc thoughts. 

Which as winckes, and nods,and geftures yecld them, 

Indeedc would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. 

H ora. Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for fhe may ftrcvf * j 

Dangerous conie&urcs in ill-breeediog mindes, 

Let her ccmc in 

Enter Ophel a. 

Qttee. * To my ficke foule, as finnes true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amifle, 

«So full ofartlefle iealohe is guilt, 

‘Jtfpillsitfelfe, in fcaringto befpilt. 

Opb. Where is the beauteous Maicfty of Denmarke ? 

Quee, How now Ophelia. fbejtngs. 

Opb. How fhould I your true loue know from another one, 
Byhis&cklehatand flaffc,and hisSendall fhoone. 

Qttee. Alaffe fwee Lady, what imports this fong ? 

Opb. Say you, nay pray you matke, 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Song. 

At his head a grafle greene turph, at his-hcclcs aftone. 

Oho. 

Qttee. Nay but Ophelia. 

Opb, Pray you marke. White his fhrowd as the mountainc fnow. 

Enter King. 

Quee. Alafle lookeheere my Lord. 

Ophe Larded all with fweet fl >wers. 

Which beweept to the ground did not go Sang. 

VV ith true loue fhowers. 

King. How doc you pretty Lady l 

Opb. Well good dild you,they fay the Owle was a Bakers daugh- 
ter, Lord wee know what wee, arc, butknown*tyvhatwernay be, 
God be at your table 





The Tragedy </Hamlet 
King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Ophe, Pray letshaue no words of this, but when they aske yon 
what it meanes/ay you this. 

Tomorrow is S. Valentines day. Song. 

All in the morning betime. 

And I a mayd at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then vp he rofe.and dond his clofe.and dupt the chamber doore, 
Let in the maide,thac out a maidc,neuer departed more. 

King, Pretty Ophelia. 

Ophe. Indeed without an oath lie make an end on’t. 

By gis and by Saint charity, 
alacke and fie for fbame. 

Young men will doo't if they come too’t, 
by Cocke they are too blame. 

Qjoth fhe, before you tumbled me, you promifd me to. wed, 
(Heanfwcrs ) So fliould I a done by yoader funne 
And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath fhe bcene thus:* 

Opb . I hope all will be well, we mud be patient, but I cannot chafe 
but weepe to thinlce they would lay him i’th cold ground my bro- 
ther fhall know of it, andfolthankeyouforyourgoodcounfaile. 
Come my Coach,God night Ladies, God night. 

Sweet Laides* God night,God night. 

King. Follow her clofe,giue her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deepe griefe, it fprings all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold,0 Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When iorrowes come, they come not finglefpies, 

Butin battalians : firft her Father flaine. 

Next, your fonne gone,and he mod violent Author 
Ofhis ownc iuft remoue,the people muddied 
Tnick and vnwholcfome in thoughts,and whifpers 
For good P olorttus death :and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him : poore Ophelia. 

Deuidcd from herfelfe,and her faire iudgement, 

Without the which we arc pr&ures,or meere beads, 

Laft,and as much contayning as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keepcs himfelfc in clowdes. 



Prince ofDtnmarke. 
i want s not buzzers to infedt his eare 
^ u ncftileiit fpeeches of his fathers death* 

SheremnecefTrty of matter beggerd, 

Ll nothing dick our perfon to arraigne ; 

t earc and eare : O my dearc Certrard, this 

I ike to a murdring-pecce in many places 

Ciues me fuperfluous death. noyfe wtthm. 

Enter a meffenger. 

Attend, where are my Swiflers,let them guard the doore, 

Whaus the matter? 

Jlfejfen. Saue your felfe my Lord. 

TheOcean ouer-peering ofhis lift. 

Eates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
Then young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers : the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to beginne. 

Antiquity forgot, cuflomc not known e. 

The ratifiers and props ot euery word. 

The cry choole we, Laertes fhall be King, 

Caps, hands and tongues applau’d it to the clouds, 

Laertes (hall be King, Laertes King. 

One. How cheerefully on the falfe traile they cry. A noife within. 

0 this is counter, you falfeDanifh dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand yon all without. ’ 
c All. No lets come ip. 

Laer. Iprayyougiuemeelcaue. 
tAll. Wewill, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you : keepe the doore, O thou vile -King, 

Giue me my father. 

Qgfe. Calmely good Laertes. 

Lair. That drop of blood thats calme proelaimes meBaftard, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
E.ien heere betweene the chaft vnfmerched browe 
Ot my true mother. 

King What is the caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes fo Giant-like i 

L. 
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T ct him goe Gertrard, do not fcarc ourperfon. 

There’s fiich diuinity doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepe to whaf it would, 

Adi’s little ofhis will, tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus incenft, let him goe Gertrard , 

Speakeman. 

Lstet, Where is my father f 

K ing. Dead. 

Q uee. But not by him. 

King. Let him demaund his fill. 

L aer. How came he dead? llenotbeiuglcd with 
Tohell a!egiance,vowes to the blacked diuell, 

Confcience and grace, totheprofoundeftpit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt I Hand, 

That both the worlds I"iue to Diligence, 

Let come what comes, onely I lc be reuengd 
Mod throughly for my father, 

'King. Who fliall day you ? 

"Liter. My will, hot all the worlds : 

And formymeanes lie husband them fowefl, 

The fhall goefarre with little. 

King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deete father, t’ft writ in your reueige, 

That foope-dake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and loofer, • 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Willy ■>« know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide Tie opc my armss. 
And like the kind life-tendering Pelican, 

Repad them with my blood. 

K ing' Why now youfpeake 
Likeagood childand a true Gentleman. 

That I am guiltleffe of your fathers death, 

And am m ud fcnciblein gricfe for it, 

It fhall as leuell to your Judgement pcarc 

As day done* to your eye. A myfe mthtn. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Lae*-. Let her come in. 

How no w what noy fe is that ? 
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Tfince of Desnnarke, 

0 heate,dry vp my brames.tear cs fea uen times fait 
gurnc out the fence and vertue ofmine eye. 

By heauen thy madnes fhall be payd with weight 
Tillourfcale turne the beame. ORofcofMay, 

Deere mayd,kind filler, fwcet Ophelia, 

0 heauensjid podible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore manslif®! 

Ophe. They bore him barc-fac’d on the Beere, Song. 

And in his graue i ain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Doue. 

.Laer, Hadd thou thy wits, and did’dpcrfwade reuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe. You muftfing a downea downe. 

And you call him a downe a. Ohow thcwheelebecomcs.it. 

It is the falie Steward that dole his Maifters daughter, 

Laer. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe. There s Rofemary,thac for remembrance,pray you louere, 
member, and chere is Pancies.thats for thought*. 

Laer. A document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. I here s penndi for you, and Colembiucs there’s Rewe for 
you,Sc heerc's fome for me, we may call it herbe of Grace a Sonduies, 
you may wcare vour Rewe w-th a difference,chere’s a Dafie. I would 
giue you fome Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fwcot Robin is all my ioy. 

Lear. Thought and afflidlion$,paflion,hell itfelfe 
She tunes to fauour and to prettinefle. 

Ophe. And will a not come againe, Song. 

And will a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead,goe to thy death bed, 

Heneuer will come againe. 

Hisbcard was as white as fnow, 

Faxenwasbis pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we cad away mone, 

a mercy on his foule,and all Chrimans fouks, 

Ooci buy yous. 

Leas. Doe you this O God. 

King, Laertes,] mud commune with your gricfe, 

Or you deney tnc right, goe but si part, 

L a Make 
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Make choice ofwhomeyour wifeft friends you will. 

And they fliall heare and iudge twixtyou and me. 

If by dirc&or byCelaturallhand 

They find vs toucht, we will our kindomegiue. 

Our crowne.our life,and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfadlion ; bur ifnot, 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And we fhall ioyntiy labour with your foule 
To giue it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

Hismeanesof death, his obfeure funerall, 

No trophae/vvord.nor hachment ore his bones. 

No noble right, nor forinall ofientation. 

Cry to be heard as t were from heauen to earth. 

That I mud call'tinqueftion. 

K in. So you fhall, 

And where th’Offence is, let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio and others, 

Hera. What are they that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir.they fay they haue Letters for you. 

H ora, Letthemcomein. 

I doe not know from what part ofthe world 
I Ihould be greeted. If not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Sayltrs 

Say. God blefle you fir. 

H ora. Let him-blcfle thee to. 

Say. A fhall fir and pleafe him, there’s a Letter foryou fir, it came 
from th’Embaflador that wasbound for England , if yourjiamcbee 
Horatio,zs I am let to know it is. ‘ . . 

Hor.Horatio, when thou (hah haueouer-look’t this.giue theietcl- 
lowesfome mcanes to the King, they haue Letters for him rErewce 
were two daies old at Sea,a Pyrac of very warlike appointment gauc 
vs chafe , finding our felues too flo w offaile , we put on a compel 
valour, and in the grapple I boorded them , on the rnftant they g°_ c 
deerc of our (hip, fo I alduie became their prifoner, they haue dc 1 
with me like theeucs of mercy, but they knew what they did:I amM 
doe a turne for them, let the King hatte the Letters I haue fent, an 
repayrethou tomee with as much fpeed asthou wouldflflyd £lt ' 
Ihauewordstolpeakein thine earc wil make theedumhe, y et * 
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u for the bord of the matter, thefe good fellow** 

th ? bring thee where I am ,%ofencraus and gmlderfterne hold their 

rfnr g Fnoland ofthem I haue much to tell thee, farwell. 

courfe fot England, of ^ ^ ^ ^ eJl thlHe Hamlct , 

H ora. Cornel will make you way for thefe your letters. 

And doo’t the fpeedierthat you may dtred me 
To him fromwhomeyou brought them. 

Enter K tog find Ldtert es « 

Now mufty our confcience my acquittance feale. 

And you mud put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you haue, heard and with a knowing care. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
purfued my life. 

Ear. It well appeares: but tell me 
Why you proccede not againft thefe feates 

So criminall and io capital! in nature. 

As by your fafery^reatnesywiidomejall things els. 

You mainly were Hirr’d vp. 

King. Ofortwofpecialireaforts 
Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfinnow d, • 

Butyet tome cha’rftiong,theQuecne his mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes,and for my felfe. 

My vertue or my plague,be it either which. 

She is fo concliue to my life and foule. 

That as the fiarre mooues not but in his fphere v , 

I could not but. by her, the other motiue. 

Why to apublique count I might not goe. 

Is the great loue the*generall gender bearc him, 

Who dipping all his faults in their aftc&ion, 

Worke like the fpring that turneth wood to ftone, 

Conuert his Giucs to graces, fo that my a ttowes > 

Too {lightly tymbered for fo loued armes. 

Would haue reuerted to my bow againe, r 

Eut not where I haue aym d them. 

Laer. And fo haue I a noble father loft, 

A filler driuen into defperat termes, 

Whofe worth, ifprayfes may goe backc againe 

r L 3 Stood 
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Stood challenger on raoutic of all the age 
For her perfections, but my reuenge will come. 

King. Breake not your fleepes for that, you nvjft not thinks 
T hat we arc madcofftulTe fo flac and clullj 
T hat we can let our berd be fhooke with danger, 

Atidchinkek paftime,you (liorcly fhailheareniorc, 

I lou'dyour father, and we lone our fclfe. 

And that I hope will teach yau to imagine. 

Enter a (Jlfejjenger with Letters. 

Mcfje. Thele to your Maiefty,this to the Quecne. 

King, From Hamlet, who brought them? 

Mejfe. Saylers my Lord they fay, I faw them not, 

They were gmen me by flattdto, he receiued them 
Of him that brought them. 

Ktng, Laertes you fhali heare them : leaue vs. 

High arid mighty ,you fhali kno w 1 am let naked on your kingdom?, 
to morrow fhali I begge leaue to fee your kingly eyes , when I lhJl 
firft asking you pardon, chcic-vnto recount theoccafion of my fud- 
daine returr.e. 

King. What (laould this meane ; are all the reft come backe, 

Or is it fome ahufe,and no fuch thing? 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

King, Tis Hamlets caratfer. Naked, 

And in a poftfeript here he faies alone. 

Can you dcuife me:? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord.but let him come. 

It warmes the very ficknes in my -heart 
That I liue and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 

K.ng, I f i c be fo Laertes, 

As how fhould h be fojhow otherwile, 

Willyou beVuI’dby me? 

Laer. I my Lord/o you will not 01 c-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine owne peace, if he be now returned. 

As liking not ffts voyage, and that he meanes. 

No more to vnder take it,I will workc him 
To an exptoyt,now ripe in my deuife, 

Vnder the which he lit all not choofc buc fall: 

And 



Pr wee ofEenmarke. 

And for h r s death no wind of blame fhali brca’he, 
gi-t euen his mother fhali vneharge the praiTife, 

And call itaccedent. 

1 atr. My Lord I will be rul’d, 

The rather if you coul<j dcuife it fo 
That I might be t he o: gam 
King. It falls right, 

You hauc becne taikt of fince your trauaile much,. 

And that in Ham/ets hearing fora quality 
Wherein they lay you fhine, yourfumme of parts 
Did not together plucke fuch enuy from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Ofthc vnworthieft fiedgei 
Laer. What part is that my Lotd? 

Kwg. A very riband in the cap of youth. 

Yet necdfull too, for youth no lef'c becomes 

The light and careleffe liuery that it wearcs 

Then fettled age, his fables, and his weedcs 

Jmpori ing health and grauercs ; two monthes fincc 

Heere was a Gentleman of Normandy , r 

Ihauefeene my fclfe , and ierii’d againft the French,. 1 

And they can well on hoife-backe, but this Gallant 

Had witch-craft in’r, he grew vnto his ieace. 

And to fuch wondrous dooing brought his horde. 

As had he bccnc incorp’ft, and demy-natur’d <y ' 

With the bra ue beaft, fo Zaire he topt me thought,. 

That I in forgery offnapcs and tricks 
Comdhortof what he did. 

Laer. A N orman waft ? 

A N'orman. .. , 

Laer. V pou my I i fe La word. 

K/ng. The very fame. 

Laer. 1 l<no w him, well he is the brooch indeed- 
AudlemofalltheNttion. 

K mg. He made confefsion ofyou. 

And gaue you fuch a maifterly report 
for art and exercife in your defence, 

And for youi Rapier moft efpcciali, 

Ifat he cry d out t ’would be a fight indeed; 

if 
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If one could match you ;the Scrimers of their nation 
He (’wore had neither motion, guard, nor eye. 

If you oppofd them ; fit this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuy. 

That he could nothing do, but wifil and beg . 

Your fodaine comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out ofthis my Lord? 

King. Laertes was your father, deere to you s? 

Or are you like the painting of a iotrovve, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer, Why 3ske you this ? * 

King. Not that I thinke you did not loue your father, 
But that I know, loue is begunne by time. 

And that I fee in paftages of proote. 

Time quallifies the fparke and fire of it, 

There liues within the very flame of loue 
A kind of weeke or fnuffe that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnes (fill. 

For goodnes growing to a plurifie, 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We fhould doe when wee would : for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delayes as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accedents. 

And then this fliould is like a fpend-thrifts figh. 

That hurrs by eafing ; but to the quicke ofth’vlcer, 
Hamlet comes back what would you vndertakc 
To (how your fclfe indeed your fathers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his rhroat i’th Church- 
King. No place indeede fhould murthcr fan<ftuarize, 
Reuengde fliould haue no bounds .• but good Laertes 
Will you doe this,keepeclof- within your chamber 
Hamlet return’d, fhall know you are come home, 

Weele put on thole fliall praife your excellence. 

And let a double varnifh on the fame 

The french man gaue you .• bring you in inline together 

And wagerore your heads ; he being remifle, 

Moft generous, and free from a’lcontrimng. 
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Will notperufe the foyles,fo that with cafe. 

Or with a little fliuffling.you may choofe 
^ fword vnbatcd.and in a pace ofpraftife, ; , 

Requite him for your Father, 

Laer. Iwilldoo’t, 

And for the purpofe.Ile annoynt my (word. 

I bought an vwftion of a Mountibancke 
So mortal l,that but dippe a knife in it, 

Where it drawes blood, no Cataplafinefo rare 
Colle&ed from all fimples that haue vertuc 
Vnder the Moone,can faue the thing from death 
Thar is but fcratcht witball,IIe tutch my point 
Wich this contagion , that ifl gall him (lightly, it may be death. 
King. Lets further thinke of this. 

Wey what conueiance both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our fliape if this fhould fayle, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance, 

Twerc better not alTayd.Therdore this proiedt. 

Should haue a backe orfecond that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofe ; foft let me fee, 

Wec’lc make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

1 hau t,when in your motion you are hote and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end. 

And that he calls for drinke,Ile haue preferd him 
AChallice for the once, whereon butfipping. 

If he by chance clcapeyour venom’d ftucke. 

Our purpofe may hold therqbut ftay,what noyfc^ 



Enter Qneene. 

Q*ee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers hcele. 

So faft they follow *, your Sifters drownd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown d,0 where? 

Qnee. There is a Willow growes afeaunt the Brooke, 
Thatfhowes his hoary leaues in the glaffy ftreame. 

There with fantaftique garlands did (he make 
OfCrowftowers, Nettles, Dafies,and long Purples 
Thatliberall Shepheardsgiuea groflername, 

But our cull -cold maydes doc dead mens fingers call them. 

There on the pendant boughes her coronet weeds * 

M Clambriii 
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Clambring to bang, an enuioui flucr broke. 

When downeher weedy trophscs anc* net leitc, 

Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes ipred wide. 

And Mcrmaidc-like a while theybore her vp. 

Which time fhechaunted fnatchcsofold laudes. 

As one incapable of her owne diftreffe. , 

Or like a creature natiue and indevved 
Vnto chat element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heauy with their drinke, 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas then is fhe drownd. 

Quec. Drownd.drownd. 

Lar. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia,. 

And thercfoiel forbid my teares ; but yet 

It is our tricke, nature her cuftomc holds. 

Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone. 

The woman will be out, Adicw my Lord, 

I haue a fpeecha fire that faincwould blafe, 

But that this folly drownes it Exit. . 

King. Let’s follow Gertrard, 

How much 1 had to doe to calme his rage. 

Now f earc I this will giue it ftart againe. 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two flownes. 

Clowne, Is fhe to be buried in Chriftian buriaH,when fire wilfully 

feekes her owne faluationf , , 

Othe. I tell thee (he is.rherforc make hergraue ftraight, the crow- 
ner hath fate on her,and findsit Chriftian bnriall. 

Clow. How can that be,vnlefle fhe drown d herfclfe in her owne 

defence. 

Oth. Why tis found fo. . 

Clow. It mud be fo offended, it cannotbe elfe,for hecre tyes tne 
poynt.if I drowne my fclfe wittingly, it argues an aft, and i an atf hat 
three braaches,it is toa<ft>to doe^toperform^or alljftie drown 
felfe wittingly. 

Oth. Nay, but heare you good man deluCr. , 

Clow , Gins me lcaue, here lies the water, good, here ttands 

- * * • nttDj 
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n good, if the man goe to this water & drowne Hirafelfe, it is will 
he nill he, he goes.marke you that, but if the water come to him,and 
drowne him, he drownes not himfeife, argali, lie that is not guilty of 
his owne deaih.fhortens not his owne life. 

Oth. Bur is this 1 a wi 

Clow. I marry i’ft.Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth an’t^f this had not beenc a gentlewo* 
Uian.fhe fhould haue bin buried out a Chriftian burial!. 

' clow. Why there thou lay ft, and the more piety that great folke 
fhould haue countenance in this world to drown or hang themfelues, 
more then their euen Cnriftcn : Come my fpadc, there is no aunci- 
ent gentlemen but Gardners, Ditchers, and Grauc-makers,cbey hold 
vp Adams profeflion. 

Oth. Was he a gentleman:* 

Clow. A was thefkft that cuer bore annes. 

He put another queftion to thee, if thou anlwerefl me not to the pur- 
pofe.contcfle thy felfe. 

Oth. Goe to. 

(low. what is he that builds ftronger then either the Malon, the 
Shipwright^ the Carpenter. 

Oth. the gallowcs-makcr, for that out-liucs athoufand tennants. 

Clow. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes doocs well, 
buthowdooesit well? It dooes well to chofe that do ill, now thou 
dooflill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger then the Church, argal, 
"the gallowes may doe well to thee. Too’t againe,come. 

Other. Who buildcs ftronger then a Mafon, a Shipwright, ora 
Carpenter. 

Clow. I, tell me that and vnyoke. 

Oth Marry now I can tell. 

Oth. Too t. 

CW,Maf[e I cannot tell. 

Clow . Cudgell thy braines no more about it, for your dull afle will 
not mend his pace with beating, and when you arc askt this q ueftion 
next, fay a grauc-maker,tbe houles he makes 1 aft tel; Doomefday, 

Goe get thee in and fetch me afoopc of liquer. 

In youth when I did loue did loue. Song, 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contract O the time for a my behoue, 

9 «pe thought there a was nothing a meet. 

M i Efite * 
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Enter Hamlet and Horatlm 

Ham Has this fellow no feelmg of his bufines ? a fings in gfaue- 

sniktne r 

H ora. Cuftome hath made it In him a property ofeahnes. 

Ha. Us cen fo, the hand of little imploicnent hath the daintier fcnc# 
(low. But age with his ftealing fteppes Song. 

hath clawed mee in his clutch, 

And hathTliippcd tne into the land, 
as if I had neucr beene fuch. 

Warn. That skull had a tongue in it, and could ling once, how the 
knaueiowlesittotheground,as if twere Caines iaw-bonc, that did 
thefirft murder : this might be j pate of a poHiticia, which this All? 
now ore-reaches . one that would circumuent God, might it not ? 

H ora. It might my Lord. 

H am. Or of a Courtier, which could fay good morrow my Lord? 
how doft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch a one, that 
praifed my lord fuch a ones horfe whe ament to beg itrmightitnot? 
H ora. I my Lord. 

H am. Why een fo,- & now my Lady wormes Choples,& knock 
about the mazer with a Sextensfpade • beer’s fine rcuolution and 
we had the trick to feet, did thefe bones ccft no more the breeding, 
but to play at loggits with them : mine ake to thinke ont. 
flow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, Song. 

for and a flirowding fheet, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

H am. There’s another,why may not that be the skull of a lawyer? 
where be his quiddities now, hisquiliities, his cafes, his cenurs,&his 
trickes ? why dooes he fuffer this mad knauenow to knock bimi- 
bout the iconce with a durty ftiouell,and will not tell him of his afti* 
on of battery: hum, this fellow might be in’s time a great buyer of 
Land, with his Statutes, his recognifances, his fines, his double vou- 
chers, his recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine durt : will vou- 
chers vouch him no more of his purchafes & doubles then the length 
and breadth of a pay re oflndentures ? The vetyconueyancesjpfhis 
Lands will fcarcely lye in this box, and muft th’inhcritor himfeu* 
haue no more; ha. 

H ora. Not a iot more my Lord. 

; Ham. Is not parchment made of fheepe-skinnes ? ^ 
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tT.s I mv Lord, and of Calue-skinnes too. 

Ham They are Shcepeand Calues which feeke out afluraacci 

Ur I will fpeake to this fellow. Whofe graue s this firra? 
th rlow Mine fir.or a pit ofelay for to be made ; 

Warn I thinke it be thine indeede forthou tyeft n» t. 

Clow You lye out ont fir, and therefore tis not yours; for my part 

1 ^Ham Thou” dottYyein’t to be ink and fay it is thine, tis for the 
dead not for thcquicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow. Tisa quickelye fir, twill away againefrom mCto you. 
Ham. What man doft thou digge it for ? 

Clow. For no main fir. 

Ham. What woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. ^ u- 

Ham. Who’is to be buried ink? 1 ' , 

Clow, One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule thee s dead. 
Ham. How abfolute the knaue is, we muft fpeake by the card,or 
equiuocation will vndoo vs. By the Lord Horatio , this threeycarcs I 
hauetooke note of it, the age is growne lo picked, tbai : the toe of the 
pefant comes fo neere the heele ofthe Courtier be galls his kybe.- 

How long haft tbou bene a Graue-maker? 

Clo. Of the dayes i’th yearel came took that day that our latt 
King Hamlet cuercame Fortmbraffe. 

H am- How long is that fince ? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that ?eueryfoole can tell that, it was that 

very day that young Hamlet was borne : he that is mad and fent into 

England.. ’ . \ t 

H am. I marry why was he fent into England ? 

Clow. Why becaufea wasmad’: afhallrecotier his wits there, or if 
a doe not, tis no great matter there, r ■>'■■■■■' 

Ham. Why? f'ashee. 

f7<w.Twill not be feene in him there, there the are ine» as mad 
H aw. How came he mad ? 

Chew. Very jftrangely they fay, ’ 

Ham. Howftrangely? 

Clow. Faith eene with loefing his wits. 

H am. Vpon what ground? 

Clow. Why heere in Denmarke : 1 haue beene Sexton heere man 
and boy thirty ycares. 

M 3 H am. 
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Wttm, How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rot? 

fl ow. Faith if a be not rotten before a die, as we haue many poc- 
kic corfes , that will fcarcc hold the laying in , a will laft you fom e 
eight ycare.or nine veare. A Tanner will laft you nine yeare, 

Ham. Why He more then another? 

Clow. Why fir, his hide is fo tand with his trade, that a will kcepe 
out water a great while;& your water ifrilore decay cr ofyour whou 
foil dead body, hrer’s a feull now hath lyen you i’th earth aj.yeares. 

Ham. Whofewasic? 

flow, A who r fon mad fellowcs it w a*, whole do youthink it was? 

Ham, Nay I know not. 

flow. A peftilencc on him for a mad rogue , a pourd a flagon of 
Renifri on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Yortcks skull, the 
Kings lefler. 

Ham. This ? 

flow. Eenthat. 

Ham. Alas poore Y or tike, \ knew him Horatio ,a fellow of infinite 
ielK of moft cxcelent firrjcy , hee hath bcrc me on his backc a thou, 
fand times, and now hoW abhorred in my imagination it is;my. gorge 
rifesat it, Here hung thofe lyppes that I haue kill 1 know not how 
oft.’where be your gibes now ? your gamboies,yourfongs, your fi- 
fties of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a roare,noc one 
now to mocke your owne grinning quite chopij ne. Now get you 
to my Ladies tabic, and tell her, let herpaintat) inch chicke,to thisfa- 
uDurfiicmuft come, make hcrlaugh at that. 

VtctheeHoratioteU me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord; 

Ham. Dooft thou thiiikc Alexander lookt a this fafhqn i’th earth? 

Hora ; Ecnfbv:! .• ■; i r;rT. fbcri ’c.v'n -:i V/' 

Ham. And fmelt forpah. 

Hora. Een fo my Lord • 

Barn. To wjyac hale yfes we may rc.turne Horatio I’Why may not 
imagination trace the noble dull ot Alexanders ill a lind.it flopping 
a bunghole? . ; , mv!: v .• ; .T 

H ora, Twerc to confidcr too curioufly to corifider fo. 

Ham. No faith, not a iot, but to follow him thether with modefty 
enougb,and likelihood to Ieadc it .zAlexaxder died, eA lexandcr was 
buried, Alexander rcturnethtp duft, the duft is earth , of earth wee 
make Lcmc,& why of that Lome whereto he was cosiuerted, might 
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They not floppe a Bcarc-barreli? 

Imperious Cafar dcad,andturn’d to Clay, 

Mi oht ftoppe a hoIc,to kcepe the wind away. 

0 that thac earth which kept the world in awe, 
Shoulp patch a wall t’cxpell the waters flaw. 

But fofc,but foft awhile, here comes the King, 

The Queene,the courtiers, who is this they follow? 
And with fuch maimed rires?this doth betoken. 

The corfe they follow,did with defprat hand 
Foredoo it ovvnc life,t was of fome eftate. 

Couch vve a while and marke. 

Laer. WhatCeremonyelfe? 

Ham. That is Laertes a very noble youth, make* 
Laer. What Ceremony el fef 
HoB. Her obfequies haue beene as farre in’larg d 
As we haue vearranty,hcr death was-doubtiull. 

And but thac great command ovc-fwayes the order. 
She fliould in ground vnfan&ified beene lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : forcharitableprayers. 

Flints and pcebles fhould be throwne on her: 

Yet heere fhe is allow’d her virgin Grants, 

Her mayden ftrewment$,and the bringing home 
Ofbcllandburiall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doonef 
CDoft. No more be doone. 

We fhould prophane theferuiceofthe dead. 

To ling a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foulcs. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from berfairc and vnpolluted fleffi 
May Violets fpring : 1 tell thee churlifti.Prieft,, 
Aminiftnng Arrgell f'hall my fifter be 
When thon lyeft howling. 

H am. What } thefaire Ophelia. 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

Ihop’tthou fhould’ft haue beene my Hamlets Wife, 

1 thought thy bride-bed to haue decktfweet raaide,. 
And not haue ftrew’d thy grant. 

laer. O trebble woe: 



%,xter King 
Quee.Laertes 
and the eorfe. 
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Pal! tonne times double on that curled head, 

Whofewicked decde thy moft ingenious fence 
Depiiucd thee of, hold off the earth a while. 

Till I haue caught her once more in mine armes; i 
Now p:!j your duft vpon theqmcke and dead. 

Till oj this ft at a mountain? you hauc made 
ToTrtdp ol’d Vehoh.ox the skyefh head 
Of blew Olympus. ■ 

H am. What is he whofe gviefe 
Bcares lucli an Empbafts yvhofe phrafe of forrow 
Coniures the wandring Harres, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder wounded hearers ? tis'I 
Hamlet the Dane; 

Laer . The Dincll take thy foule, 

H am. Thou pray’ft not well, 1 prethee take thy fingers 
For though I am nqt fpkenatiue raft?, (from my throat. 

Yet haue 1 in me fomething'tVangcrous, 

Which let thy wifedome feare; hold offthy hand? 

King. Plucke them a funder. 

Quee. Hamlet, Hamlet. 

^/3lU Gentlemen. 

1 lora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him vpon this theatric 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my fonne.what theatric? 

H am. I lou d Opbeliadony thotifand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity ofloue 
Make vp my fumme. Whac wilt thou doo fot her. 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For Iohc of God forbeare him? 

Ham. S’vvoundsflaewmcwhat th*out doe: 

Woo’t wcepe, woo’t fight, woo’t faft, woo’t tcare thy fclfe* 
Woo’t drinke vp Efiil,eate a Crocadilc 
lie doo’t/doeft come hcere to whine? 

To out-face me with Ieapingirchcr graue, 

Bebutied quicke with hcf,and fo will I, 

And if thou prate of moutvtainesilei them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 

Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone 
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Make Off 3 l«k e a wart, nay and thou’lt mouth, 

lie rant as well as thou. 

Quee. This is meere madnefle. 

And this a while the fit will worke on him. 

Anon as patient as the female Doe 
When thather golden cuplets are dilclofed 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heareyou fir, 

What is the reafon that you vfe me thus? 

1 loud you eucr,but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 

The Cat will mew, a dogge will hauc his day. Exit H amtet t 

pray thee good i \oratio waite vpon him. and H orate*. 

Strengthen yourpatience in our laft nights fpecch, 

Wecle put the matter to the prefent pufti: 

Good Gertrard fet fomc watch ouer your fonn*. 

This graue (hall haue a liumg monument. 

An houreof quiet thereby fhall we fee 

Tell then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatie. 

Ham. So much for this fir.now fhall you fee the other. 

You doc remember all the circumftance, 

H or. Remember it my Lord. 

H am. Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me fleepe,me thought I lay 
Worfcthen the routines in the b:lbo’s,rafhly. 

And prayfd be raftines for it : let vs know. 

Our indiferetion fometime femes vs well 

When our deepe plots doc fall, and that fhould learnc vs 

Ther’sa diuinity thatftiapes our ends. 

Rough hew them how wc will. 

H ora. Thatismoftcertaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin, 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me in the datke 
Gropt 1 to find out them, had my defire, 

Fingard their packet,and in fine with-drew 
To_mine ownc roome againe,making fo bold 

N My 
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My fcarcs forgetting manners to vnfold 
Their graunu commiffion; where I found Horatio 
A royal! knauety.an exact command 
Larded wich many feuerall forts ofreafons. 

Importing Denmarkes health,and England; to. 

With hoe iuch bugges and goblins in my life. 

That on the fuperirife no Icafure bated. 

No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head fhould be ftrooke off. 
fWI’ft poflible? 

Ham, Heeres the commmifTton,read it at more icafure. 
But wilt thou hcare now how I did proceed, 

H ora. 1 befcech yoo. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaincs. 

Or I could make a prologue to my braines. 

They had begunnethe play,I latme down©, 

Dcuifd a new eommiffion,wrotc it faire, 

I once did hold it as our ftatifts doe 
A bafenefle to write faire, and labonrd much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now 
It did meyemans feruice,wilt thou know 
Th’ effe&of what I wrote? 
f lora. I good my Lord, 

Ham. An earneftconiuration from the King, 

As England was his faithful] tributary, 

As lone betweene them like the palme might florifh, 

As peace fhould (till her wheaten garland wear© 

And ftand a Comma tweene their amities. 

And many fuch hke,a$ fir of great charge. 

That on the vie w,and knowing ofehefe contents. 
Without debatement further more or lefle. 

He fhoutd thole bearers put to fuddaine death. 

Not ihriuing time slow’d. 

Hora. How was this fealdf 
Ham. Why eucn in that was hcauen ordinant, 

I had my fathers fignet in my purfe 
Which was the model of that Danifh feale. 

Folded the writ vp in the forme of th’other, 
Sabfcrib’dit,gau’t th’impreflwn, plac’d it fafely, 



The 



Trince ofDenmirke. 



The changing neucr known© : now the next day 
yj iS our Sea-fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou kno weft already. 

flora. So Guylderfierne and Ro'excraus goe too t. 
flam. They are nor neere my confcience;theii defeat 
Dooesby their ownc infiniiation growe, 

7is dangei° us when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the pafl'c and fell inceuced poynts 
Ofmighty oppofits. 

Hora. Why what a King is this! 
flam, Dooes it not thinke thee Pan d me now vppon ? 
Hee that hath kiid my King, and whor’d my mother , 
pop’t in betweene the eltdion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 

Aud with fuch coinage, i’lf nor per ed confidence ? 

Et. ter a (Courtier. 




four, Your Lordfhippeis right welcome backc toDenmarkc, 
flam. 1 humbly thanke you fir. 

Doo'ft know this watr r-fly ? 
flora. No my good Lord, 

Ham. Thy (late is the more gratious , for ris a vice to know him. 
He hath much land and fertiJJ : let abeaft be Lord of beads, and his 
cnbihall (land at the Kings mefTe, tis a chough , but as I lay , fpaci- 
ous ir.the polfcfsion of durr, 

Cottr. Sweet Lord, if your Lordfhippe were at Lcafure, I fhould 
impart a thing to you from bis Maiefty. 

H am. I will receiuc it fir with all dilligcnce of fpirrit,your bonnet 
tohis right v!e,tis for the head. 

Cctir. ] thanks your LorJfhip,it is very hot. 

Ham. No beleeueme.tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Cour. It is indifferent cold my l ord indeed, 

Ham. Butyetme thinkesitis very fbultry and hot, or my com* 
plexion. 



fiW. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry, as t’wete I cannot 
tell hawimy Lord his Maiefiy bad me fignifie to you, that a has layed 
a great wager on your head,fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befeech you remember. 

C°n Nay good my Loid for my eafe in good faith, fir here is newly 
come to court bcleeue me an abfolute gentkma full of moft 

N % excellent 
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excellent differences, of very fofc foacty , and great Growing sin* 
deede to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the card or knlcnder ofGent- 
try :for you {hall findein him the continent of what part a Gentle- 
man would fee. 

H am. Sir, his definement fufters no perdition in you, thought 
know to devide him inuentorially, would d ; zzie th’arithmetickeof 
memory, and yet but raw neither, in refpedt of his quick faile, but 
in the verity of extolmcnt, 1 take him to be a toule of great article, 
and his infufion of fuch dearth and rarenefle, ns to make true dixion 
ofhim, his fcmblahle i3 his mirrour, and who els would trace him, 
his vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moft infallibly ofhim. 

H am. T ne concernancy fir, why do wee wrap the Gentleman in 
our more rawer breath ? 

Cour. Sir. 

H ora. 1ft not poffiblc to vnderftand in another tongue , you will 
doo't fir really. 

Him. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Cour. Of Laertes. 

H ora. His purleis empty already, all’s golden words are /pent. 

H am. Of him fir. 

Cour. I know you are not ignorant. 

Him, I would you did fir , yet in faych ifyoudid.it would not 
much approoue me, well fir, 

Cour. You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is 

Ham. I dare not confefle that, leaft I (hould compare with him 
in excellence, but to know a man well, were to know himfelfe. 

Cour. I mcane fit for this weapon, but in the imputation layd on 
him by them in his meed, bees vnfellowed. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Cour. Rapiar and Dagger. 

H am. That’s two of his weapons, but well. 

Cour. The King fir hath wagerd with him .fix Barbary horfes a- 
gainft the which he has impaund as I take it fix french Rapiers and 
Poynards, with their afsignes, as girdle, hangerand fo. Three of the 
cariages in faith, are very deare to fancy, very refponfiue to the hilts, 
moft dilicate carriages, and of very liberail conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

H ora. I^ncwyoumuftbe edified by the margent ere you had 




Twice of ucmsarke. 






d ° , ' The carriage fir are the hangers. 

SZ' The pm ale'would be mere German to the matter „ 
Itorrv aCanticnbvoiirfides, 1 would n mjgnc be h.r g ars 

to bmo y n.faBa*”yl'orfc'»S ai “« frmc ", <*** 

liener, and three libc, all conceited carriages .that s chc French br« 

ag rrThc King fir, hath laid fir, that in a dozen palfes betweene 
v0 SJdhimrhcelhallnotexceedeyo« three hits hee hatn 
C on twelue for nine, and it would come to immediate tryall.it 
v our Lordfhippe would vouchfate the anlwerc. 

Ham. Howiflanfwereno? 

Cour Imeanemy Lord theoppofition of your perfon ifitr^ll. 
Ham. Sir I will wa ! ke heerein the hall , If a pleale his Maiefty,ic 
is the breathing time of day with mec, let the foyles be brought, the 
r.^ra™ wiilinee , and thcKinge hold h.s purpofe ; l win vvsnnc 



oddehits* 

Cour. Shallldeliueryoufo? 

Ham. To thisefFea fir, after what florifh your nature will. 

Cour. 1 commend my duty to your Lordfhippe. 

Ham. Yours doo’s well to commend it himfelfe, there arc no 

tongues els for s turtle. « j 

flora. This Lapwing runnes away with the ihcil on tm nead. 
Ham A did fo fir with his dugge before a fuckt :t,thus has he and 
many more of the fame bicede that I know the drofly age dotes on, 
onelypot the tune of the time,, and out ofaa habit otincouncer, a 
kind of mifty colleftion, which carryes them through and ummgn 
the moft prophane and trcnnowned opinions j and doe out t> owe 
them to their try all, the bubbles are out 



Extern Lord. 

Lord . My Lord, his Maiefty commended him to you by younge 
Ottricke , who brings backe to him that you attend him in the hall , 
hee lends to know if your pleafure hold to play with L aert es, or tnat 
you will cake longer time •: 

Ham 1 am conftant to my purpofes, they follow the Kings plea- 
fure, if his fitnes fpeakes, mine is ready : now or whenfocuer, pro- 
dded I be fo able as now, 

N j Lord. 
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Lord. The King and Queenc and all are comming downe. 

H am. In happy time* 

L o d % The Q^ecne deiires you to vfe fome gentle entertainment 
to L aertet, before you goc to play. 

Ham, Shee well inftrubls me, 

Worn, You will loofe mjr Lord. 

Ham. I doe not thinke fo, fince hee went into France, I haue bin 
in continuall pra^ife, J iliall vvinne at theods ; thou would’ft not 
thmke how ill a!fs heerc about my heart , but it is no matter* 

Hora . Nay good my Lord. 

H am. It is but foolery, but it is fuchakinde ofgame-giuing } as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora, If your mind diflike any thing, ob3y it. I will forcftall their 
repairs hether and fajtyou are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit we defie augury, there is fpeciall prouidcnce in 
the fall of a Sparrowe, if it be, tis not to come, if it bee not to come, 
it will be now, ifitbeenot now, yeeit willcome,thc readinesisall, 
fince no man of ought hee leaues, knowes what ift to leaue betimes, 
let bee. 

A t able prep ard, Trumpets, 'Drums and Officers with Citfhions } 
King, Queenc y andall the fiate Foiles, Daggers, and Laertes . 

King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 

H am. Giue me your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong. 

But pardon^ as you are a Gentleman, this prefence knowes. 

And you mufi needs haue heard, how I am puniflic 
Wiih aforediftra<fti©n:what I haue done 
That might your nature, honor, and exception 
Roughly awake I heere proclaime was madnes, 

Wall Hamlet wronged Laertes t neuei Hamlet . 

If Hamlet from himiclfc be tane away, 

And whenhee’s not himfelfe, doo’s wrong Laertes , 

Then Hamlet doefs it not,H amlet denies it. 

Who dooes it then Phis madnes. Ift be lo, 

Hamlet is of the fa&ion that is wronged, 

H is madneff; is poore Hamlets encmie, 

Let my diiclaiming from apurpoTd euiil, 

Free me fo farre in yourmoll generous thoughts 
That I haue flhot my arrowe ore the houfe 
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And hurt my brother. 

laer. .1 am fatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motiue in this cafe fhould ftirre me moll 
To my reuendge,but in my tearmes of honor 
Iftand aloofe,and will no reconcilement. 

Till by feme elder Maifters ofknowne honor 
Ihaueavoyce and prefident of peace 
To my name vngor’d: but all that time 
I doe rectiue your offerd loue,hke loue. 

And will not w rong it. 

H am. I embiaccit frce!y,and will this brothers wager 
franckly play. 

Giue vs thefoiles. 

Laer. Come,one for me. 

H am. He be your foile Laertes ,in mine ignorance 
Your skill Hi all like a ftarre ith darkert night 
Stick fiery of indeed. 

Laer, You mocke me fir, 

H aw. No by this hand. 

KJng.Ciuc them the foiles young Oftricke,cof\n H am, 
Youknow the wager, 

H am. Very well my Lord. 

Your grace has layde theodsa'th weaker fide. 

King, I doe not feare it,l haue leene you both. 

But fince he is better, we haue therefore ods. 

Laer. This is to heany : let me fee another. 

H am. This likes me well,thefe feiles haue all a length. 

Oslr . ) my good Lord. 

King, Set me the lloopesofwine vpon ehe table, 
ISWamtet giue the fil'd or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anlwerof the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their ordnance file. 

The King fhall drink e to H amlets better breath. 

And in the cup an Qnixe (hall he throw. 

Richer then that which foure fuccdliue Kings 
In Denmaikes Crowne haue worne : giue me the cups, 
And let the kettle to the trumpet fpeake. 

The trumpet totheCannoneere without, 

The Cannons to thehcaucns,thchcaucnsto earth. 

Now 
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N j vv the King drinlccs to Ham'et, come beginne. Trumpets "] 

And you the ludges bearcawary eye, the while. 3 

H am. Come or. fir. ^ 

Laer, Come my Lord. 

H am. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Oflr. A bit.avery palpable hit. Drum trumpets and jbot. 

Laer. We!i,againe. Flonjh^apeecegoesof 

King. Stay,giue me dri:-.kc ^Hamlet this pearle is thine. 

Heercs to thy heal th,giue him the cup. 

Ham: He play this bout fitfi/et it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you? 

Laer. Idoeconieft. 

King . Our fonne (hall whine. 

Quee. Hee’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thybrowes. 

The Qjeene carowfcs to thy fortune Hamlet. 

H am. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrard,Aoe not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

H am. I dare not drinkeyet Madam, by and by. 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord,Ilchithim now'. 

King. I doe not think’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my confidence, 

H am. Com for the third Laertes, you doe but dally, 

I pray you pafle with your beft violence 
I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo come on. 

Oflr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haueatyou now. 

King. Pant them, they are incenfb 
H am. Nay come againc. 

Osh-. Looke to the Queene there hoe. 

H ora. They bleed on both fides,how is it my Lord? 

Oflr. Hoft ift Laeresf 

Laer , Why as a woodcock to mine owne fprindge.0/Wc\, 



I 
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"Prince of Dcnn; ay k c . 

, m :„rt!v laid with mine owne treachery. 

Bw.How does the Qotcne ? 

\Ctn<r She founds to fee them bleed 

Oifee No no, the diink.the dri nke,0 my dearc HamletX 

Tb^riiike.the drinke, I am poyfned. 

Ovillanie! hoelettbcdorebclockf. 

Treachery, fcckc it out. 

Laer. It is heereHWef, thou art flame, 
fjo medcin in the world can do thee good, 

]n thee there is not halfc an houres life. 

The treacherous inflrument is in my hand 
Vnbatcdand enuenom’d, the foule pra&ife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me, loe here i ly e 
Neuerto rife againe: thy mother s poyined, 

I can no more, the King, theKings too blame. 

Ham. The point enuenom’d to, then venom to thy wwke. 
v4ll, Treafon, treafon. 

King. O yet defend me friends,! am but hurt, 

H am. Here thou inceftious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixc hcere 2 
Follow my mother, 

Laer. He is iuftly ferued,it is a poyfon temperd by himfefe, 
exchange forgiuenes with me noble Hamlet , 

Mine and my fathers death come not vppon thee, 
Northineonme. 

Ham. Heauen make tjiee free of it, I follow thee ; 
lam dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew. 

Youthat looke pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes, or audience to this a£f. 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ftri& in his arreft. O I could tell you ! 

But let it be ; Horatiol am dead. 

Thou liueft, report me asd my caufc aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

H ora. Ncuer beleeue it; 
lam more an antikeRomane then a Dane, 

Heerc s yet fomc liquor left. 

Ham. Asth’artaman 

Giue me the cup, let goe, by heauen lie hate, 
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O God Horatio ! what a wounded name 
Things ftandingthus vnknownc, fliali I lcaue behind me* 

If thou did ft euer hold me in thy heart, 

Ablent thee from felicity a while, 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine A march a 
To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? f 4rre 

Enter Of* tcf. 

Ofr. Young Fortinbrajfe with conqueft come from Poland, 
Th th'cmbafti d irs of England g : ues this warlike volly . 

H am O I die Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my fpirit, 

I cannot liueto hearc the newes from England, 

But I do prophefie the eledlion lights 
On Fortinbrajfe, lie lias my dying voyce, 

So tell him with th’occurants more and Iefle 
Which haue folicited, the reft is filence. 

H Ira. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fwcet Prince, 
And flight} of Angels firge thee to thy reft. 

Why doocs the drumme come hether? 

Enter Fortinbrajfe, with the Smbajfadors. 
Fortin. Where is this fight ? 

H ora. What is it you would fee? 

If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

Fortin. This quarry cries on hauock.O, proud death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternall cell, 

That thou fo many Princes at a (hot 
So bloudilvhaft ftrooke? 

Smbaf. The fight is dilmall 
And our affaires from England come too late, 

Theeares are fen celcfierhac flnould giuevs hearing, 

To tell him his commandement is fulfilld. 

That Rofencrans and CjuyldenJltrne arc dead, 

Where fliould wee haue our thankes ? 

H ora. Not from his mouth 
Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; 

He neuer gaue commandement for their death ; 

But fiuce lo iumpvpgn this bloody queftion • 
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you from the P^warres, and you from England 
Lc hecrc arriued, giuc order that tbefe bodies 
High on a ftage be placed to the view. 

And let m^fpeake, to th yet vnknowing world 
How thefethings came about ; fo fhallyou hearc 
Ofcruell, bloody and vnnaturall afts. 

Of accidental! iudgements, cafuall {laughters, 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for»o catife. 

And in this vpfliot, purpofes miftooke, 
falne on the inuenters heads : all this can I 
Truely detiuer. 

Fort. Lccyshaftcohcareit, 
find call the nobleft to the audience, 

For me with forrow I embrace my fortune, 

Ihauc fomc rights of memory in this kingdomc, 

Which now to claime my vantage doth inuite me. 

H ora. Of that I fhall haue alfo caufe to ipeake. 

And from his mouth, whofe voyce will draw no more, 
But let this fame be prtfently perform d 
Euen while mens mindes arc wildc, lcaft more mifchaace 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. LetfoureCaptaines 
BeareH^w/erlike a fouldier to the ftage, 

Forhe was likely, had he beene put on, . 

To haue prooued mod royall ; and for his panage, 

The fouldiers mufique and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him : 

Take vp the bodies, fuch a fight as this, 

Becomes the field, but hccre ftiowcs much a Oil fie. 

Goe bid the fouldiers ftioote. 



exeunt. 
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